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PREFACE


  
    Calumniari si


    quis autem voluerit


    Quod arbores loquunt-


    ur, non tantum ferae,


    Fictis jocari


    nos meminerit fabulis


    Phaedrus Lib.1 Prol.

  


  


  The ancients were lacking in several of the literary forms which we take for granted. They wrote widely in non fiction, and covered several subjects in verse and drama, but, with a few exceptions, we know of no children's fiction, no crime fiction, no thrillers, no historical fiction, no science fiction, in short, very little fiction at all. They had of course, plenty of myth.


  But they did have fable, and I believe the humbler imaginings of fable rival in terms of pure personal creativity the imaginings of myth, which though grander, were the products of many generations and many peoples.


  In myth the gods often put on human form to join in the more tragic affairs of men. Sometimes they take on animal form, usually for carnal motives. In fable, conversely, animals, or plants, keep their form but take on human qualities. The animal world was personified long before written fable; we can only assume that animal fables were told not much later than human or divine qualities were ascribed to animals. In other words, the fable is an inevitable consequence of man's cognitive and linguistic development, just as much as religion and myth. That we do not have more ancient fables than we do is probably because it was not considered as worthy of recording as myth.


  Yet we still have plenty. And in common with epic its essence has been transplanted to modern genres and media. The moving image and fantasy novel largely perform the entertainment role of the epic. Cartoons and children's literature now largely perform the entertainment role of fable, without the obvious moral lesson. But in bringing mice to life, the precedents are so numerous, both in English and Latin, that writing Mures came easily. And if I ever hesitated, the words of Phaedrus, quoted above, were an irrefutable encouragement.


  As for their dissolute and usually criminal behaviour, well, that's what Freddy and Chelsea are like. From the beginning, when anyone asked, (which wasn't often) what I was writing I usually said "it's like a cross between Trainspotting and Wind in the Willows in Latin". And so it is, although early on I limited myself to one species of animal.


  Of course, the words are Latin, but I know enough Latin to know that the style is often English. I mostly avoid connecting words at the beginning of sentences and have always chosen direct speech over indirect; although I indulge in oratio obliqua occassionaly for thoughts. As for neologisms, I have borrowed praepes, pedis, forepaw, from Tom Cotton's translation of the Wind in the Willows. Where there is a choice of Latin words, I have usually gone for the simpler. Hence I use sigarella for cigarette, not papyrus fumifer as I have seen somewhere. I often use more than one for the same thing, hence camelia sinensis and thea for tea.


  I hope people enjoy my humble little story. I would be very happy if it encouraged other Latinists to write contemporary Latin. Latin should be a modern mode of expression, not just of translation.


  Thanks are due to the community of Latin redditors and in particular to a certain Helvetian, without whose valuable proof reading I would have brought this little story into the light of day prematurely.


  


  * * *


  


  As much as I would like to encourage fellow Latinists to produce endless epubs of modern Latin, I must confess the process of creating an epub isn't easy. I spent several hours formatting the lines of Phaedrus at the beginning of the preface so they would display effectively, only to use the simpler solution of splitting each line of verse over two lines of writing. Consequently I have kept the formatting in this book as simple as possible so that it should be readable in as many ereaders as possible. (OK, formatting is addictive and I ended up adding quite a bit more!) I personally recommend readera, but it is available only on android. By highlighting words you should be able to look them up in a third party dictionary app of your choosing. Of course, for Latin there are not many such apps and they do not all work as well as each other. If you tick the right boxes Collins Latin dictionary usually opens promptly and is adequate for translating into English. Readera also pastes words directly into a browser search box.


  Writers always moan about proof reading. If you are writing in a non native language, it takes even longer. Half way through what I estimated to be my sixth proof read I drew a line in the sand and said I would do one more. The errors I was finding were becoming more and more questions of style and less and less those of grammar and punctuation. Despite this resolve I still ended up doing several more proof-reads! It came to the point where I felt I was more likely to add errors by further checking than to remove them. This story will inevitably still contain errors, many of which I will be glad to have pointed out to me, some less so!




  Prologue


  When Chelsea was fourteen years old, just like all good little mice, she went to school. But Chelsea was no good little mouse! Nor was her school the best of schools. It was open to all mice and this principle, though commendable, presented many challenges. Chelsea, just like all naughty mice, was bored of school and would have preferred to be almost anywhere else.


  One afternoon Chelsea was chatting busily with her friend Erica Mouse while the French teacher was trying to introduce the class to pronouns. What were they talking about, you might reasonably ask? They were talking, of course, about boy-mice, fashion, music and television. But mainly about boy-mice. Alas, the French teacher caught Chelsea chatting away and sent her immediately to the head master. 'It's so unfair,' she muttered loudly as she left the classroom. She was not afraid of being sent to the head teacher, who was a kind and forgiving old mouse, but she was enjoying her conversation with Erica and it irked her to finish it.


  She was enjoying the thrill of being in the eerily quiet corridor when suddenly she had an idea. Why not sneak outside for a cigarette?


  So she found a door which opened onto the playground and headed to the bike shed, where the naughtiest mice used to smoke. Barely out of the building she pulled a cigarette out of the pocket of her school uniform and lit it.


  But wait! a male mouse a little older than Chelsea was already in the bike shed, leaning over one of the bikes busily trying to steal it!


  'Oi, who are you?' she shouted, thinking that perhaps she had seen him before.


  After a short pause the male mouse glanced up, then carried on with his work. ‘I’m Freddy’, he said, rather indistinctly, because he was holding several pieces of wire in his mouth, the tools of his trade.


  Chelsea waited impatiently for Freddy to do the courteous thing and ask her name. In vain. Freddy said nothing, but was now staring at Chelsea with a grin on his face.


  'My name's Chelsea,' she said at last, greatly vexed at Freddy's manners.


  'I know you,' said Freddy. 'You're in year nine and you live in park barn and you're fourteen years old.'


  'I'm nearly fifteen, actually.' Chelsea said indignantly.


  'Why aren't you in school?' Freddy asked.


  'I was bored. What about you?'


  ' I was expelled. I was bored too.'


  'What are you doing?' she asked.


  'I'm nicking this bike. If you like you can lend us a hand. We could have a joint afterwards.'


  Chelsea, who had overcome Freddy's initial rudeness and was beginning to find him rather attractive, thought that smoking a joint was an even better idea than smoking a cigarette. (Remember dear readers, what a naughty mouse Chelsea is.) Willingly, therefore, she helped Freddy to steal the bike, then sat on the saddle while Freddy pedalled lazily out of the school gates, down the road, and all the way to his house.


  When they reached Freddy's house they were greeted by a third mouse, fur streaked in oil from repairing a car in the driveway.


  'My bruvva Charlie,' said Freddy.


  Freddy leant the bicycle against the wall of the house and led Chelsea through the back door. They climbed the stairs and entered his bedroom. As is the case with most young mice, it was untidy. On the walls hung flyers advertising events such as AWOL, Ministry and Labyrinth. In pride of place in the small room were two turntables on the desk near the window and a box of records.


  The young mice sat on the bed. Freddy found a half smoked joint and began smoking it. Chelsea, ever the romantic, said 'are we going to shag or not?'


  Freddy stubbed the joint out and, holding Chelsea with both forepaws, kissed her deeply while pulling her down towards the mattress.


  (For the sake of sensitive readers we will cast a veil over this amorous activity.)


  Afterwards Freddy relit the joint. This time he passed it to Chelsea.


  'That was good,' she said.


  'Not bad,' replied Freddy without thinking.


  'Not bad? Not bad? Is that all you have to say? I'm Chelsea mouse, the best shag in Park Barn school!' Alas, young Freddy has not treated Chelsea with the respect she deserved! This was too much for the proud girl and she stormed off like Juno the indomitable Queen of Olympus or Dido, queen of Carthage.


  Freddy sat back in bed, content with his afternoon's work. Later, however, he bumped into his brother in the kitchen. 'Bro, you should be careful. Chelsea is only fourteen. If you wind her up, you could be in trouble. Hell hath no fury like a mouse scorned. Or something like that. You should go and make up with her.'


  'Bruv, you're right. This evening I'll go and sort it out. Right now I'm going to chill out in the garden.' And so Freddy went outside with a can of beer and a stereo. Freddy was a DJ and had recorded a mix of his latest Jungle records which he now played loudly.


  'Life is good,' he thought, enjoying the heavy bass line and the spring sun on his hairy chest. 'This evening I'll go round Chelsea's and sort her out. Some flowers ought to do it,' he said, as he drifted off into a pleasant sleep.


  As the sun dipped below the horizon Freddy, having deodorised and changed his shirt, set off towards Chelsea's house. On the way he stopped off at the large roundabout at the entrance to Park Barn. As he expected, the flowers planted by the council were in full bloom. He took a knife out of his pocket and after checking to see whether anybody was watching he lovingly collected a bouquet for an apology.


  When it was large enough he set off to Chelsea's house. He knew roughly where it was- most of the mice in Park Barn had heard of Chelsea. But when he found the building he wasn’t sure which window was hers.


  With a prayer on his lips he collected a handful of gravel and threw it at an upstairs window. Fortune had not abandoned him! After a brief moment the face of his beloved Juliette appeared through a curtain.


  'What do you want?' his paramour shouted.


  'I've come to say I'm sorry,' he replied.


  'You better have some gift or something. You were bang out of order'


  'I've got you some flowers,' he said rather bashfully.


  And so Freddy and Chelsea became lovers. Not, however, faithful lovers. Chelsea never returned to school, which was a great relief to the teachers.


  Friday


  The spring of that year nineteen-ninety-six passed pleasantly for the mice. Chelsea at last celebrated her fifteenth birthday. They spent their time at Freddy's house because there was more food there. As mice, of course, they loved cheese, but their tastes were wide. Pizza, cheesy chips, baked potato with cheese, lasagne, ... anything with cheese. Although Chelsea was infamous, Freddy's parents tolerated her for Freddy's sake. Her friends were jealous of her; while they were revising for exams she was lounging around in Freddy's bed. However, although Freddy's parents gave him pocket money the young mice never had enough cash. Trendy clothes, cigarettes, travel money, computer games, hash, booze and records; their needs were many. Freddy had grown bored of stealing bikes, mainly because a group of older mice of the neighbourhood had threatened him. They needed money, but neither of them wanted to get a proper job. What were they to do?


  One Friday they walked to the local shop to buy sweets. As usual, Chelsea stuffed most of them in her pockets and opted to pay for the rest. But when she approached the counter she could not find her purse anywhere! She searched and searched to no avail. She looked at Freddy and saw him laughing!


  'It's not funny Freddy! I must have left it at yours.'


  'Here you go Chelse,' he said simply, pulling her purse from behind his back, in the manner of a magician.


  ''Freddy! Why did you do that? You made me look stupid.'


  'I was just practising. I've been learning how to be a pickpocket without telling anyone. Now I know I can do it. I'd like to try my luck in town. The whole city of Guildford is waiting, like food left out overnight, just waiting for mice to come and eat. There we can find department stores, supermarkets, clothes shops and pharmacies and much more. Come on, what are we waiting for?’


  While they walked briskly into town, Freddy explained more.


  'We have two options. Either I can mingle in the crowds, picking pockets, or we can hit the shops, nicking stuff to sell later. First however, I want to go to the supermarket.’


  'Why?'


  'Cos I'm hungry. I fancy a coke and a cheese sandwich. But pay attention. All big shops have security-mice. It will be your job to distract them. Stand close to him. Show off your tits. Shake your ass. Here we are at Waitrose. Off you go to find the security mouse. I'm off to find the cheese. Meet me outside in five minutes. Chelsea, babe, good luck!'


  It happened just as Freddy had predicted. Chelsea found the bored security mouse who wanted nothing more than to chat with an attractive young mouse. Just as he was about to invite her for a drink she announced she had to leave. Praying that Freddy had had enough time she exited the supermarket. She found her boyfriend, sitting on a brick wall, not with a coke and sandwich but surrounded by cheeses from all over the world, a stick of French bread and a bottle of wine.


  ' Oh my God Freddy, this is amazing!'


  'Chelse, it's my pleasure to introduce you to some of the finest cheeses from around the world. This is pheta, from Greece. Sharp in taste and soft on the palette. This is Gruyere, from Switzerland. These, ' he said, motioning to two round cheeses 'are the French cheeses Camembert and Brie. Stupid people don’t realise you’ve got to eat them when they’ve melted. That's why I've put them in the sun. Not to be forgotten are the English cheeses cheddar and Stilton, the last is the finest cheese in the whole wide world, in my opinion.'


  'Enough of a lecture,' said Chelsea, desperate to tuck in.


  'Also, I chose a nice red wine that should go with all of these fine cheeses,' said Freddy, his mouth already full.


  For the next half an hour, apart from the happy sound of mice chomping bread, making appreciative sounds as their tongue hit a particularly delicious bit of cheese, and noisily slurping a surprisingly decent wine, all was silent. When they finished barely a bread crumb was left and they lay on their backs to digest their meals, their murine bellies exposed to the sun.


  Chelsea was fast asleep when Freddy woke her.


  'Come on Chelsea, we've got work to do.’ Stretching, and drowsy from the wine and the sun, she hopped off the wall. They left behind their rubbish. 'Some mug will come along and tidy it up. That's what we pay them for!' said Freddy.


  As they passed the large window of the supermarket Chelsea waved at the security mouse.


  'Well done Chelse. Now he'll be more likely to help us in future' said Freddy.


  Chelsea, whose wave had been slightly more sincere than Freddy realised, said 'Babe, I might pop into boots. They've got loads of small stuff so I can easily hide it in my bra, but it's also worth a bit. Stuff like lipstick, eyeliner or face cream. I can nick it and then sell it to other mice.'


  'Good girl. You'll have to go on your own while I pick pockets in the high street. Let's meet in a quarter of an hour. Good luck!'


  Chelsea bravely entered the chemists. Would she have the guts to pull it off? Eager to please Freddy she set to work. After a few minutes, her pockets and bra were full. She forced herself to walk calmly out of the shop, ready to run if anyone stopped her. She had done it!


  She looked around for Freddy, wondering how much money he would have made, robbing people in the high street. Seeing no sign of him, she approached a group of young mice whom she knew from school. They were impressed by her skill in avoiding school. After she had chatted with them for a bit, and swapped telephone numbers with the best looking one, she began to feel frustrated. Where was her boyfriend? Perhaps he had been caught by the police?


  Far from it! There he was, a short distance away, talking with an attractive female mouse the same age as her! Controlling her anger, she approached the pair.


  When the other mouse left the mask slipped. 'Why, Freddy mouse, instead of nicking stuff like you said you would, actually you were chatting up some bird? And while I was risking my neck nicking stuff! You’re bang out of order!'


  'Chelse, she's nothing. Just a friend. It wasn't the right type of crowd for pick-pocketing.' And, to change the topic he added 'But how did you get on?'


  'Well Freddy mouse, while you were chatting up that mouse --who I know by the way, and she's a dirty slag, got all kinds of diseases-- I nicked loads of stuff.' And she showed Freddy the makeup hidden in her bra and pockets and elsewhere.


  'Well done babe! So we've both managed to nick stuff. You can flog that stuff in the pub for cash. Let's go home, and tomorrow we can hit House of Fraser.


  And off they went.


  Saturday


  The next day the mice got up late, brushed their teeth, splashed water on their faces, sprayed deodorant on themselves and smoked a joint. They said goodbye to Charlie who was on his way to a new job fixing and selling cars and hopped on their bikes which they rode fast into town. Considering his previous habits it should come as no surprise that Freddy carefully locked the bikes up with a strong chain.


  Although you'd be forgiven for thinking that Freddy and Chelsea were lazy and dissolute by nature they were in fact a sight to behold when they were up to no good. They moved quickly but silently. They were large mice, unlike the kind that live in holes in skirting boards, but like the smaller kind, they could appear and disappear at incredible speed.


  It was a Saturday, and the two main shopping streets were thick with crowds of people keen to spend their well earned money and perhaps meet friends, totally unaware of the presence of Freddy and Chelsea who entered House of Fraser and immediately split up to get to work.


  After a mere quarter of an hour they met up in a nearby alley to inspect their booty. And what booty! jeans, expensive underwear and a leather jacket! Everything designed by the best fashion houses.


  'Now let's go to the pub, for a well deserved drink and to flog this stuff,' said Freddy, leading Chelsea down a side-street to the sort of pub most people would only go to once, the Mary Rose.


  What a wonderful thing was a public house before smoking was banned! The room was packed with mice drinking beer, some sitting, others propping up the bar, still others gathered around a pool table. A pall of blue smoke hung in the air. Throughout the whole establishment there was a tranquil murmur of mice, young and old, male and female chatting and drinking, some for pleasure, some to drown their sorrows.


  Kevin the barman welcomed Freddy and Chelsea and offered them drinks. Freddy got to work off loading their goods. Before the football game on the TV had finished he had sold the lot to eager bargain hunters for over two hundred pounds.


  'Hooray,' they both exclaimed.


  'Right now I feel like a whopper. Are you hungry? Also, I agreed to meet my friend Gary there to discuss business.'


  'Well done mate,' said a black mouse of about twenty years clutching a coke in his forepaws.


  When they had queued for burger, fries and milkshakes they joined Gary, who started talking.


  'You've done well,' Gary said, addressing Freddy, when Freddy had told him how much they had made. (At this point Chelsea made it clear how much she had contributed.)


  'You’ve both done well,’ Gary corrected himself. ‘But the life of a shoplifter is hard. All the security guards will get to know you, and the shops will share photos of you so you won't be able to work anywhere.'


  The grey mice were gutted. They had already begun to think about what they were going to do with all their ill-gained money.


  'Don't despair. Your friend Gary can help you,' the black mouse said, before taking an extra long slurp of his coke and leaning forward and lowering his voice.


  'It's time to get serious. It's time we got into the hash business. That's why I've made the acquaintance of a couple of big time dealers.'


  'I want to be a drug dealer too!' said Chelsea.


  'The two male mice stared at her. Freddy said that even though Chelsea was his girlfriend, and she was a top bird, drug dealing was a dangerous business and not suitable for girls.


  Chelsea replied that she had been the hardest mouse in her year at school, when she had attended school, that she was just as hard as Freddy, and she could handle it.


  The two male mice looked at each by other; suddenly they both burst into laughter.


  'It's agreed' said Gary. 'We're a triumvirate. No, a triummurate! Freddy, do you still have money left over from flogging the clothes you nicked?'


  'Most of it, over a hundred quid.' Freddy deliberately downplayed the figure.


  ' That'll do. Now, Freddy, how much does an eighth of an ounce of hash cost?'


  ' That's easy. Fifteen quid.'


  ' Well done. Now, how much does an ounce cost?'


  Although Freddy had been expelled from school when he was fifteen, he was pretty good at maths. He responded quickly 'eight times fifteen… hundred an' twenty quid!.'


  'Wrong! An ounce costs eighty quid!'


  'How come?'


  'Economy of scale. Bulk discount. Call it what you like. One ounce costs eighty quid. Two ounces cost hundred an' fifty, ten quid taken away again cos of economy of scale. Four ounces you can get for less than three hundred quid. If we buy four ounces between us, that would cost you hundred an' forty. If you split it into eighths you could sell it for two hundred and forty quid, which will give you a profit of hundred quid, all for an afternoons work!'


  Both mice smiled back at Gary, imagining the fortune they would make. Chelsea pretended she had followed Gary's maths.


  'Of course, if you buy more, a nine bar for example (nine ounces) the gear will be even cheaper.' Gary sucked on the melted ice in his drink.


  'There's only one problem. I don't have a car. Can we borrow your parent's?'


  'Definitely,' said Freddy, without pausing to think.


  'It's agreed then. Tomorrow pick me up at midday. Freddy mate, Chelsea, till then.' And the black mouse exited burger king and joined the throngs of shoppers in North Street, the lesser of the two shopping streets of Guildford.


  'What a nice mouse, and so handsome!' said Chelsea sighing.


  'Chelsea, you slag! Don't forget you're my girlfriend. If I catch you being unfaithful, I'll give you a slap!'


  'I will never be unfaithful,' she lied, 'but if you slap me, I will bite you.'


  'Anyway, it's unlikely that you'll ever find a better lover than me!' said the young animal, pinching her bum.


  'Oh Freddy,' Chelsea moaned, saying that she was Freddy's mouse, that she could never find a better boyfriend, and that they should hurry off home as quickly as possible to have a shag.


  Sunday


  The next morning Freddy asked his mum if he could borrow the car. She agreed, albeit unwillingly. 'No smoking in the car though,' she said.


  Both young mice agreed to this condition, equally unwillingly. Freddy picked one of his mix tapes so they could make the most out of borrowing the car. Distorted jungle music was playing out of the car's tinny speakers when they pulled up at Gary’s house. Gary approached the car looking sharp as ever in shirt, leather jacket and blue jeans.


  ‘Nice tunes,’ said the black mouse, as he paused outside the front passenger seat.’


  ‘Chelsea, I think you’d better sit in the back.'said Freddy. ‘Gary organised all this, and he’s a bloke after all.'Muttering, Chelsea swapped seats.


  They drove north along the A3, the main road from London to the south coast. Gary took the opportunity to tell Freddy more about the hash business. They were entering the suburbs when Gary said there might be a problem which he had somehow forgotten to mention before.


  Don’t take this the wrong way mate, but these guys might not want all of us to go in. Perhaps I should go in alone, and you two can wait in the car?’


  ‘You’re kidding ain’t you?'replied Freddy. ‘You expect me to give you a couple of hundred quid and just stay in the car?'Chelsea added her disapproval.


  There was silence in the car for a moment, then Freddy continued ‘‘Why don’t you phone them and tell them there’s a gorgeous bird with you, and your business partner, who’s a decent a mouse as you’ll find, but he doesn’t want to hand over his money unless it’s to them.’


  Gary moaned a bit, but called the dealers, and evidently they didn’t mind, and peace reigned.


  After they had listened to the other side of the tape Gary was too busy studying the street map to choose another one. They pulled up outside a smart looking apartment building and before they got out Freddy handed his (and Chelsea’s) money over to Gary. They were welcomed by an Indian mouse who introduced himself as Sanjay and who showed them upstairs to a comfortable looking flat.


  ‘Welcome to my house. Can I offer you some Indian tea? I’ve just made some. I highly recommend it,'said Sanjay.


  ‘The thirsty mice accepted. Freddy took the opportunity to speak. ‘I’m sorry I insisted on coming. It’s just that I prefer to do business face to face.’


  ‘Of course. I understand. I also prefer to do business face to face,’ said Sanjay. ‘And, to show there are no hard feelings, Freddy, You can light this joint, for the sake of checking the wares, so to speak.’ And he handed over a large artfully rolled joint. Freddy lit it, puffed a couple of times to get it going, then filled his lungs with the sweet smelling smoke. After holding his breath he exhaled and said ‘that’s good shit! What kind is it? Where is it from?’


  ‘From the foothills of the himalayan mountains, where my family is from,’ said Sanjay. The climate there is perfect for growing hashish.’ Freddy passed the joint to Chelsea, who seemed to appreciate it.


  After the sweet spicy tea arrived the conversation turned to business. Both sides compromised a bit, and an agreement was reached: about three hundred pounds for four ounces, just as Gary had said. Nice one Gary! Gary counted out and handed over the cash; Sanjaius retrieved a brown lump wrapped in cling film and handed it to Gary.


  Our three mice were so comfortable that they didn’t want to leave, but not wishing to overstay their welcome, after finishing their tea they said their goodbyes and left.


  ‘Excellent’ said Gary, once they were back in the car. ‘Freddy, Chelsea, mates, we top sorted that. I told you it would go alright.’ This wasn’t strictly true, but the others let it go, cos they were so happy.


  On the way back Gary again sat in the passenger seat. He filled a long cigarette paper with tobacco, then warmed a corner of one of the lumps of hash with his lighter until he could crumble small crumbs into the paper. Then he rolled paper, tobacco and hash artfully into a long tube, seemingly oblivious to the erratic movements of the car. He lit the end and handed it to Freddy driving.


  ‘Here you go mate.’


  ‘But Freddy, your mum said you couldn’t smoke in the car!’ warned Chelsea.


  ‘Yeah, but she probably meant cigarettes,’ laughed Gary.


  ‘Oh shit, both of you, open the windows.’ said Freddy, trying to drive and smoke and open his window at the same time. With the wind whipping their fur and whiskers they passed the joint around, from time to time holding it out of the window to let the wind whip away the ash.


  When they got to Gary's, Freddy carefully watched as he used a sharp knife and scales to split the cannabis. Once the brass scales seemed perfectly balanced, Gary invited Freddy to pick which of the two portions he wanted for himself. It was tacky, and brown, except where it had been cut, where it had a different texture, and was more green. The smell seemed as nice as any of the herbs or spices in his mum’s kitchen.


  ‘One more thing before you go, mate’ said the black mouse. ‘Buy a mobile phone. Or nick one. All serious dealers need one, to do business, and to look cool. I’ve got a Nokia 2010.’


  After they had left Chelsea said ‘Gary’s really nice to you, Freddy. Why’s that?’


  ‘Gary’s family were the first black mice to move into Park Barn. Some white mice were out of order but my mum and dad were nice to them.’


  ‘Ah, that’s so sweet.’


  In the car Freddy inhaled deeply. ‘Can you smell the hash?’


  ‘I don’t know Freddy, I smoked so much I can’t tell.’


  ‘Let’s hope mum doesn’t use the car soon.’


  At home Freddy made up some story about the journey. Then they went up to his room where he split his two ounces into sixteen parts, each to be sold for fifteen pounds, except one which he kept for personal use. Enjoying another joint, and blowing the smoke out of the window, he said ‘tomorrow is monday. I reckon we should go into town to buy a phone. Or nick one. I haven’t decided yet. Right now I’m going to spin some tunes.’ And for the rest of the day the mice listened to music, smoked gear and had sex.


  Monday


  As usual, his parents had left for work long before Freddy woke. He made a mug of tea which he enjoyed in the garden with a cigarette while he made his plans.


  Soon Chelsea joined him and having quickly washed and dressed they caught the bus into town. Freddy had several eighths in his jeans pocket, in case they bumped into any potential punters. Travelling by bus was quite a comedown from their journey into London the day before, but Freddy said they had to be philosophical about it.


  ‘This time,’ said Chelsea, ‘you’re going to have to pick pockets, like you said you were going to on Friday, instead of chatting up girl-mice. I haven’t forgotten how I nicked loads of stuff while you were chatting that slag up.’


  Freddy cursed silently. He was learning that not only was Chelsea easy on the eye, but she was also no fool.


  ‘Of course, babe. I’ll get to work on the High Street.' But inwardly he was thinking that shoplifting would be a lot easier. When they arrived, however, it was obvious that it was not busy enough to effectively pick pockets, and Freddy used this as an excuse to not do so. They changed their plans and were just about to enter HMV with a view to pilfering CDs when Freddy saw his friend Dave, who approached with a smile on his face.


  ‘Alright, Freddy, Chelse, Gary told me you’d be in town and you were serving up.’


  ‘Nice one Gary,’ he thought to himself. In fact, Gary had done most of the groundwork, because Dave bought half an ounce for fifty five pounds, five pounds discounted as a bulk discount.


  Freddy now had enough money to buy a telephone. He knew just the place as well, the computer and phone emporium known by most simply as Jafar's after its Arabic owner.


  On the way, Freddy felt that Chelsea, in her usual way. was not happy.


  ‘What’s up babe?’ he dared to say.


  ‘I’m wondering why you don’t want to show me your pickpocketing skills. You’re not scared are you?’


  ‘Never! You don’t understand how difficult it is. It’s an art. The streets aren’t packed enough. Now no more talk about me being scared, or you’ll get a slap. Here’s Jaffar’s.'


  A bell rang as he pushed open the door to a small shop, converted from an old red brick terraced house. Inside phones, computers, musical equipment and all kinds of cables, plugs, sockets, and adaptors sat on shelves or hung from walls. The more expensive equipment was in glass cabinets, or behind the counter, where a beady eyed middle eastern mouse was keeping a vigilant eye over his eclectic mix of customers.


  ‘Alright Jaffar mate, 'said the white mouse. ‘I’m looking for a phone.’


  ‘Hello my friend, I have plenty.’ said the brown mouse, and he opened up a cabinet with a selection of second hand phones for Freddy to inspect.


  ‘They’re not nicked are they?’ joked Freddy. But in the end Freddy bought a Nokia 2010, just as Gary had recommended. After paying he hung about to chat.


  ‘Anything new in mate?’


  ‘I’ve just got a delivery of phones you can write messages with and send them to your friends..’


  ‘Send messages by phone? Why would you want to do that when you can just phone somebody? I don’t see it catching on, mate. Still, it sounds clever though. Amazing the stuff they come up with nowadays.’


  The young mice said good-bye to Jaffar and left the shop.


  ‘Now we’re ready Chelse! We’re real narcos. How about a beer in the Mary Rose?’


  ‘I’ll have wine,’ said the girl-mouse.


  ‘Whatever you like babe, whatever you like.’


  The pub was less busy compared to Saturday, exposing stained, worn patches in the carpet and foam spilling out of gashes in the upholstery. It spelt of old tobacco smoke and stale beer. Kevin, the barman, said ‘pint of lager, Freddy?’


  ‘Yes please, and a white wine for Chelse.’


  While he waited for Freddy’s beer to pour, Kevin said ‘I’ve heard you’re in business Freddy?’


  ‘That’s right Kev. Do you want anything?’


  ‘Not now mate. I’m skint. But I get paid tomorrow. Have you got a mobile? I don’t want your mum answering the phone when I’m trying to buy gear.’


  ‘Yes I do mate,’ said Freddy and he gave Kevin the number for his new phone.


  They chose a table in the corner and a stream of unemployed or workshy mice approached them, to admire Freddy’s new phone or ask about gear. To all of them Freddy said his gear came from the foothills of the Himalayas, where the climate was perfect for cultivating cannabis. In a short time he sold all his gear! Apparently, none of his customers had been able to score gear from anywhere else.


  After he had given his telephone number out to several more punters, and assured everyone that he had more at home, he and Chelsea had a couple more drinks then left to go ‘shopping’.


  The pub was close to the House of Fraser, which was quickly becoming their favourite shop. This time they had in mind not to steal clothes for sale but to better dress themselves for their new profession. Freddy, of course, had plenty of money in his pocket, but he already had plans to buy more cannabis, and he didn’t want to waste money paying for things he could steal.


  The mice split up to visit the men’s and women’s floors respectively. Freddy wanted a matching pair of tracksuit trousers and top. He saw what he wanted- a beautiful shiny white Sergio Tacchini outfit. What a shame shops displayed shoes individually, he thought, otherwise he’d get the shoes too.


  Concentrate! There were two theories about the best time to go shoplifting. When it was busy, you could hide behind others; when it was quiet, like today, a Monday, shop assistants were thinner on the ground, and less alert. Freddy walked through the casual-wear section, picking out clothes and sticking them in his bag. He picked a second tracksuit, Adidas this time, and was sticking it in his bag, when somehow it got stuck on the hanger, which fell to the floor with a clatter. He froze. Looking round, he saw the shopping assistant looking at him suspiciously. He smiled foolishly. Perhaps, he thought to himself, he shouldn’t have gone on the rob half cut. He prepared to scarper like a true mouse, but the shop assistant left and Freddy forced himself to walk casually down the escalators, out the front door, where he turned right and right again, and waited for Chelsea in a side street.


  Freddy waited for what felt like ages. Women, he concluded, spent ages in shops whether they were buying or nicking stuff. When she at last arrived they showed each other their swag, but Freddy kept quiet about nearly getting caught.


  At home Chelsea dressed in her sexy new clothes, to Freddy’s delight. They now had enough money, new clothes, and they still had cannabis to sell. Using his new phone he ordered pizza so the whole family could enjoy his success. After the last cheese-filled crust had been devoured and the last of the coke had been poured, his parents, although suspicious, thanked him. He went upstairs to call Gary about business.


  ‘So you’ve got a new phone, mate. Proper drug dealer you are now!’


  ‘Yeah, and nice one for telling Dave that I was selling.’


  ‘No problem. How much do you have left?’


  ‘Less than an ounce. At this rate I’m going to run out soon. Can we get some more?’


  ‘I’ll call them.’


  ‘Why has it been so easy, do you think?’


  ‘There’s a big drought all over Surrey because the police have busted some big dealers.’


  ‘Wicked. Till tomorrow then.’


  The two mice were sitting in the living room watching TV with his parents when he received his first call. The mouse at the end lived nearby, and wanted an eighth.


  Fred slipped out of the room so his parents wouldn’t hear him talking about drugs. He said ‘I’ve got some. Meet me in front of the Chinese in five minutes.’


  ‘Can’t you bring it round mine?’ the punter asked.


  ‘No you cheeky git. If you want it, you’ll have to come get it.’


  After this sale, Freddy made one. Business was good, but if it carried on like this he wouldn’t be able to sleep.


  He called Gary again. ‘I’ve an idea. Why don’t we do shifts? That way we’ll be able to get some sleep.’


  ‘Top idea. I’ll stay up tonight.’


  ‘Agreed. And If anyone calls me I’ll tell them to phone you.’


  Freddy took his place in the living room. The others were watching the news. A reporter was talking to camera: ‘The police raided this nightclub last night. Twenty drug dealers and more than a thousand ecstasy tablets were seized. A sign, if any were needed, of a growing problem.’ The reporter turned to a policeman and started asking him questions.


  ‘Are you taking drugs, Freddy, Chelse?’ asked his dad.


  ‘Just a little cannabis now and again.’ replied Freddy.


  ‘Why have you had to go outside twice tonight?’


  ‘Er, my friend's car wouldn’t start.’


  ‘And what’s with this telephone? How did you get the money? Have you got a new job?’


  Freddy considered lying and making up some job, but his mum came to his rescue. ‘Don’t bother the boy Terry. Freddy is a good kid.’ Freddy’s mother always stuck up for him at times like this.


  ‘But Freddy, don’t you want to work with me in scrap metal?’ his dad tried one last question.


  ‘I will dad, but when I’m older.’


  Thus, all his father’s questions avoided, Freddy left the room followed by Chelsea who amicably said ‘Goodnight Mrs Mouse, Goodnight Mr Mouse.’


  Freddy figured out how to put his new phone on silent and put it by his bedside. They settled in bed, but not yet to sleep, because they had both had another wonderful day and they didn’t want it to end.


  Tuesday


  The next morning while Chelsea made a pot of tea Freddy checked his phone. He had missed two calls. Not good for someone trying to get a business off the ground. He called back. One number didn’t pick up, the other was Kevin, the barman from the Mary Rose, who lived nearby. and said he'd be round soon.


  The bell rang and Freddy opened the door. Kevin seemed impatient, and looked like he’d hurried.


  ‘Mate,’ said Kevin. ‘Neither you or Gary picked up. It’s my day off and I need something to smoke.’


  ‘Sorry I didn’t pick up mate,’ said Freddy. ‘Come in. My parents are out. Fancy a cuppa?’


  ‘Nice one,’ Gary said, ‘entering the living room. ‘Alright Chelse. Nice gaff your parents have here. Where shall I sit?’


  Freddy directed him to the sofa and asked Chelsea to make tea.


  ‘How much do you want?’ Freddy said, when they had all sat down.


  ‘I don’t know. I want to see what it’s like before I buy.’


  ‘No problem. Chelse can skin up, can’t you babe?’ Chelsea nodded unwillingly. Freddy gave the finished joint to Kevin saying ‘We’ll have to smoke outside, my parents have quit fags.’


  They entered the back garden through the sliding glass doors. Freddy passed the joint to Kevin and lit it for him. After a couple of puffs Kevin said ‘Good shit. Where’s it from?’


  Freddy said proudly ‘It comes from the foothills of the Himalayas in India. The climate there is perfect for growing the stuff. Those crafty Indians have been smoking it for years.’


  ‘How much is an eighth?’


  ‘Fifteen quid. A quarter is thirty quid. I won’t haggle. It’s the best, and nobody else has any except Gary.’


  ‘No worries. Thirty quid it is then.’


  Freddy took the money and said ‘Chelse, be a love and fetch a quarter.’


  Chelsea, who was still waiting for a drag on the spliff she had made, repressed her anger and fetched a quarter.


  Out of good manners Kevin skinned up a spliff and passed it round. They started talking about the ‘shopping’ expedition the day before.


  ‘I got some nice new clothes,’ Freddy said.


  ‘Why don’t you show them to us?’ said Kevin.


  ‘Alright then, I will.’ Freddy was about to ask Chelsea to fetch them, but something made him change his mind and he went himself.


  Scarcely a minute passed, when Freddy came down the stairs cursing. ‘They don’t bloody fit! The others are thirty inches but these jeans are 28. I got the wrong size!’


  ‘You should take them back and get a refund!’ said Kevin.


  And all the mice howled with laughter.


  A little later Freddy said ‘someone told me you all went to the Ministry of Sound last weekend. What was it like?’


  ‘Wicked. We all travelled up by train and took our pills in the club. We didn’t leave till six.’


  ‘What sort of music was it?’


  ‘House mainly.’


  ‘No jungle?’


  ‘Nah, but on Saturday there’ll be AWOL there. All the top djs and mcs will be there. We should go.’


  ‘Not a bad idea. Gary will be up for it too.’


  After Kevin left Freddy asked Chelsea to make another cup of tea.


  ‘No!’ said the girl-mouse. ‘You’re not my boss, and I’m not your slave!’


  ‘What are you on about?’


  ‘You ordered me to make tea, roll a joint, which I hardly got to smoke, and to fetch Kevin's gear. I’m not your bloody servant.’


  ‘Babe, when I’m working, we’re a team. I conduct the business, you’re…not a servant, but a junior partner.’


  ‘No I’m not. You need to do stuff for yourself.’


  ‘Fucking hell Chelse, I didn’t know you were so annoyed.'


  ‘Well now you do.’


  The mice spent the afternoon not talking to each other. From time to time Freddy went out to sell some dope. In silence they watched TV and listened to music. Around tea time Gary called and said they would visit the Indians the next day.


  When mum returned and made dinner she found Freddy and Chelsea strangely quiet. But after a delicious cheese filled meal their mood improved. Freddy said to Chelsea: ‘I’m sorry I bossed you around so much.’


  And Chelsea said she didn’t mind making the doing stuff, she just wished Freddy would appreciate it more.


  Unfortunately that night it was Freddy’s job to stay up and wait for calls, so the mice didn’t have the opportunity of thoroughly reconciling.


  Wednesday


  When Freddy woke up the bed was empty. In fact Chelsea was already in the living room watching Richard and Judy. The TV hosts were talking to a middle aged woman whose husband had left her for a younger mouse.


  ‘Freddy,’ she said ‘you better not leave me to go chasing around younger mice.'


  ‘I’ve just got up Chelse,’ said Freddy, searching for a mug. ’What were you saying?’


  ‘I said you better not run around after younger mice.’


  ‘Chelse, you’re fifteen for fuck’s sake. If I shagged younger mice, I’d be a total nonce. Enough of that.’


  While Freddy ate his toast Chelsea pressed the remote with her forepaw to see the other three channels. After briefly watching a contestant win a canoe in a gameshow, changing rooms with Laurence Llewellyn Bowen and the Ricky Lake show, she switched off the TV.


  Freddy spoke ‘Today Gary and I are off to London to replenish our stash. Shit! Mum took the car. I need to call him.’


  And putting his toast aside he picked up the phone.


  ‘Gary, big problem. Mum has the car…she’s visiting relatives. What shall we do?’


  ‘We’ll have to go by train,’ Gary said. ‘Be ready for me to call you after lunch.’


  This time Chelsea would not be coming, because Freddy warned her that some walking would be involved. ‘Don’t worry about me, Freddy, I’d love to come but this time you boys better go alone.’


  They still had three eighths left. By lunch there was one left. How lucky they were to go into business in a seller’s market. And now they were off to buy even more!


  His phone rang and he left to meet another customer. On the way he crossed the road to avoid a threatening looking dog. He crossed the road and met the punter. Now he was out of gear. If anyone called he would have to tell them to call back later. He sat on the sofa waiting for Gary to call.


  His phone rang. Gary told him to meet him in five minutes. He kissed Chelsea, checked his new tracksuit in the hallway mirror and set off to meet Gary, who was waiting for him on the same roundabout where he had picked flowers for Chelsea all those months ago.


  They set off at a quick pace towards the station, talking business. This time they could put together enough money to buy a nine bar (nine ounces). When they arrived at the railway station they scanned the area on the lookout for ticket inspectors, then leapt over the metal railings, straight onto platform two, London bound!


  The rest of the journey was uneventful. Freddy had always enjoyed trains, ever since he had owned a toy train set as a kid. He watched fields and woods and cows give way imperceptibly to buildings, smaller first then larger. After a short time the train slowed to a halt at a small London station and Gary got up to leave.


  He took a hand drawn map out of his pocket, scrutinised it for a few moments and then set off. Soon they recognised the building they had visited just a few days before.


  As was beginning to be customary, Sanjay welcomed them and invited them to sit on the sofa drinking his delicious tea. In the background traditional Indian music was playing. This time their visit was even more relaxed. After they had passed a joint around, Sanjay brought a nine bar into the room, presumably, Freddy thought, from a hiding place somewhere else in the house.


  They paid a reasonable price. Afterwards Freddy asked Sanjay, ‘how come, if you don’t mind me asking, you’ve still got plenty of dope, everyone else has run out?’


  Sanjay smiled and said ‘Because of war in Afghanistan, you can’t get hold of gear from there. In Morocco the king is cracking down on kif, as they call it, and in Lebanon there has also been trouble. The London police have also busted several people, but they don’t know about our business. Long may it last!’


  ‘Wicked,’ said Freddy and Gary.


  ‘You’re not in a hurry, are you?’ said the other Indian mouse, Vivan, who up to now had hardly spoken.


  ‘Not really,’ said Gary, ‘why?’


  ‘Have you ever taken acid?’


  ‘No. Is it fun? Is it safe? I don’t want to go mad.’


  ‘If it’s your first time you should take a half. If for any reason either of you think you shouldn’t do it, don’t. The choice is yours. Certainly, you’d be missing out on a good time!’


  Vivan took three small pieces of paper out of his pocket and put them on the coffee table. Freddy and Gary could see a picture of a strawberry on each one. Vivan cut one strawberry into halves and Freddy and Gary swallowed them with water. Sanjay and Vivan took one each.


  Not knowing what to expect, Freddy and Gary settled in the sofa, listening to their hosts telling stories about India. At one point Sanjay made more tea and another joint. Through the open window the blue sky promised a pleasant evening. A gentle breeze carried the sound of distant traffic and the smell of cut grass into the room. Sanjay’s voice turned into a pleasant drone, accompanied by the sound of a dog barking in the distance.


  Suddenly Sanjay said ‘look at Freddy! He’s already tripping…in fact, so am I!’


  All the mice looked at each other.


  ‘This is amazing,’ said Freddy, looking around. The space before him seemed to vibrate with some kind of mysterious force. Colours had become stronger. Smiling, he stroked the sofa fabric.


  ‘Gary! Touch the sofa. It’s crazy.’ The two new acid heads were fascinated. The Indian mice congratulated them, saying this was just the beginning of the fun. Vivan wanted to listen to the kind of music mice listened to when tripping. Sanjay wanted to go for a walk. Freddy and Gary could have carried on stroking the sofa cushions forever. In the end they decided to have another cup of tea which was like no other cup of tea Freddy had ever had.


  Freddy soon soon realised that the Indian mice enjoyed talking about philosophy while tripping. He had no clue what those clever Indians mice were talking about! This was basically because the Indian mice were students at university, while Freddy had been expelled from school before taking his GCSEs. Despite this, a wonderful friendship was developing between them all, as well as a profitable business relationship.


  After they had drained the last of the wonderful, almost miraculous tea (cinnamon, cardamon, cloves and sugar and normal tea) they boldly ventured outside to the park. The walk along the road was a hair raising assault on the senses, the park an earthly paradise. Children were playing football, birds were singing in the trees and mice strolled along the flower bedecked paths. For a long time the four adventurers lay on their backs staring at a sky fit for angels.


  When the sun dipped towards the horizon they brushed the grass off their clothes and ambled home. Once more a dog crossed Freddy’s path, happily licking his paws.


  ‘Oi, OI,’ said Freddy, stopping to stroke the dog.


  Back at the Indian’s house, fortifying themselves with another tea, Vivan thought it would be a good idea if they all listened to Pink Floyd.


  Freddy and Gary had heard about this band, but had never heard them.


  Within a few minutes they were surrounded by a heavenly sound. Freddy wondered why he had never heard them before. Jungle music was not the only kind of music worth listening to. Chelsea really would have enjoyed herself! Apart from taking acid, since she was already mad.


  After the cd had finished, they were stretching and making appreciative noises, when suddenly Freddy said ‘That dog!’


  ‘What is it?’ asked Gary.


  ‘It’s a sign! An omen. I should buy a dog. With a dog I’ll have an excuse to leave the house and meet punters. That clever dog!’


  They were all filled with wonder that Freddy had been sent an omen, but it was getting late. The two younger mice bid farewell and went out into the cold evening air.


  While they walked Gary said ‘are you serious about buying a dog. I’m not sure it was an omen.’


  ‘Yes it was. I was sent a sign. Where can I get a dog?’


  ‘Darren has got some puppies for sale. Staffies. You’ll find him drinking in the king’s head .‘


  By the time they reached the station, the acid had begun to wear off. On the train he imagined working with a dog alongside him. Whenever he liked he could say that he was taking him out to pee, but really he was going out to meet a punter! Without the acid he would never have come up with such a great idea!


  Later he said goodbye to Gary at the roundabout and crept quietly in by the back door. He drank a glass of water then joined Chelsea in bed. Chelsea moaned gently until Freddy fell asleep dreaming about his new dog.


  Thursday


  Over breakfast Freddy told Chelsea about the day before.


  ‘It’s not fair! I want to take acid too. You did this on purpose.’


  ‘How could I have done it on purpose? It was you who didn’t want to come. Babe, if you really think it would be safe for you to take acid, come along next time.’


  ‘What do you mean by if I really think it’s safe? Why wouldn’t it be safe?’


  ‘It’s just that…it’s not safe to take acid if you’re mentally unstable.’


  ‘Fuck off Freddy you bastard. I am mentally stable. I hate you! You’re the one who is mentally unstable!’


  ‘I’m just saying it because I care about you Chelse! You should thank me.’


  ‘Bullshit. You’re saying it cos you’re an arsehole.’


  ‘Chelse, I’m only kidding. But I still don’t reckon it’s your kind of drug. It’s for hippies and new age travellers, not trendy glamorous mice like you. Cocaine or ecstasy are more your kind of thing, although you’re too young now.’


  ‘Perhaps you’re right. I am trendy, and definitely no hippy or new age traveller. It's crap being fifteen. I should be going to parties and holidaying in Ibiza. It’s not fair.’


  'Babe you will. You've got all the time in the world. Anyhow, enough of that, I've got a serious announcement to make. I’m going to buy a dog.’


  ‘You’re mad! Why do you want to get a dog?’


  ‘I knew you wouldn’t understand. All good dealers have dogs. To look hard for security. Gary told me Darren had a basket of puppies in the King’s Head the other day. If we catch him soon enough he might have some left.’


  ‘Freddy Mouse, if you want a dog, you should get a dog. I had an idea too. Why don’t I get a phone too, so that we can both serve up in different places. What do you think?’


  ‘Not a bad idea. But before anything we should go to the pub to meet Darren while he has puppies left.’


  Freddy and Chelsea hurried to the pub. When they arrived they both ordered beer and waited. Soon a weasley looking mouse entered carrying a cardboard box, and Freddy approached him.


  ‘Alright Darren,’ he said, ‘please tell me you’ve got a puppy in there.’


  ‘You’re in luck, I’ve got one left.’


  He put the box down on a table. Inside was a small lump of fur which Darren gently woke and even more gently Freddy picked up.


  He had fallen in love.


  ‘What’s his name?’


  ‘He hasn’t got one.’


  ‘I’m going to call him Fluffy.’


  ‘But Freddy,’ said Chelsea, ‘I thought you wanted a dog to look hard and intimidate people. Fluffy doesn’t sound very hard.’


  ‘I can’t help myself. He’s so cute. He’s my baby. When he grows up, he can fight, if he wants to.’


  Freddy’s parents were surprised to see Fluffy when they returned home from work that evening.


  ‘Freddy, he’s very cute, but you should have asked us. Who will walk him? Who will pay for his food,’ his mum said.


  ‘I’ll take care of everything. He’s my dog. Don’t worry. He’s called Fluffy.’ And at this precise moment he felt his phone ringing in his pocket, which told him that Kevin was waiting for him outside the chinese takeaway.


  ‘I think Fluffy needs to go out for a week,’ he said. ‘Come on Fluffy.’


  And the small bundle of fur followed his master outside.


  ‘Who’s this,’ said an amused Kevin when he saw the puppy. ‘Your new business partner?’


  ‘That’s right,’ said Freddy proudly as he craftily handed over an eighth.


  ‘He’s beautiful. Shall I give the money to him?’


  ‘Don’t be stupid. Give it to me. How did you burn through all the gear you bought on Tuesday?’


  ‘I had to sell most of it on to desperate potheads,’ said Kevin, as Fluffy sniffed at his feet.


  ‘Coolio. Well, enjoy your smoke,’ said Freddy, and mouse and dog walked back home.


  ‘Don't forget,’ Kevin shouted, ‘ we’re all going to the Ministry on Saturday night. Jungle night!’


  ‘I haven’t forgotten,’ said the mouse, but in fact, with all the excitement of buying Fluffy and going to London, it had quite slipped his mind. The Ministry! Freddy, who was already sixteen, had never been. London’s most famous night club! A night of immoderate drug-taking! Drum and Bass! Beautiful junglist mice. What a week he was having.


  Thinking about music Freddy decided to spin some discs. He played for an hour, mixing Long Dark Tunnel with Original Nuttah by Shy Fx. While he mixed, Fluffy sat on the bed listening. When another punter called, Freddy trusted Chelsea to carry out the transaction, but without Fluffy, who was tired.


  Before bed time all that had to be decided was where Floccy was going to sleep. Freddy wanted his pet to make his den in his bedroom, but Chelsea put her foot down because she did not want Fluffy to watch them having sex. Freddy’s mum wanted Fluffy to stay on the ground floor, and suggested the kitchen. This plan pleased everyone except Freddy, who thought Fluffy would be lonely.


  ‘Don’t worry Freddy,' said his mum, who realised her younger son was at heart a kind and sensitive mouse. 'He’ll be nearby, and in the middle of the night you can visit him.’


  And in the middle of the night, that's exactly what Freddy did. He tip-toed downstairs, and, without putting on the light, because he didn't want to startle him, he sat next to his puppy in his makeshift basket and stroked him, and Fluffy pressed his wet nose against Freddy's forepaw and licked him.


  Friday


  Freddy woke up early and ran down the stairs to see how Fluffy was doing. When he knelt down beside him the little lump of fur stirred and approached him. He fed him with the food his mum had borrowed from a neighbour and let him outside to pee. Then he watched him explore the back garden while he enjoyed a cigarette and a cup of tea. His thoughts turned to Saturday night, and he realised they would need more cash for a decent night out. Much more. He heard Chelsea switching on the TV and he called into the house, ‘morning sleepy head, up at last? I’ve been thinking. I reckon I can trust you enough now to take on more responsibility. How d’you feel about trying to flog some gear in town? We need money quick for tomorrow. I can stay here and hustle.’


  ‘Why can’t you go to town and I stay here?’


  ‘Because I don’t trust you to look after Fluffy.’


  ‘Freddy you’re a shithead,’ she said, but agreed in the end, because she wanted to go into town and get new clothes for London.


  ‘Ok, I’ll take the bus into town, although it’s full of old people and I don’t like it. Gimme an ounce. I don’t want to hear you using Fluffy as an excuse again. I can take care of him.’


  ‘Ok. You know where the gear is. Try the Mary Rose. It’s friday, so there should be more people. If they can’t afford it now, give them my number. And don't get burned.’


  When she arrived in town an hour or so later Chelsea set to work. She wanted to impress Freddy and she was not the kind of mouse to wait patiently for customers to come to her. She opened the door of the pub wide and announced, ‘alright everyone if you want gear I’ve got the best all the way from India. Alright Kevin, I’ll have a pint please.’


  ‘Just as you like Chelse, but you might want to advertise a little more subtly. We pride ourselves on being one of the dodgiest pubs in Guildford, but you never know.’


  ‘Sorry Kevin. It’s just Freddy told me to sell as much as possible. Cos of going out tomorrow.’


  ‘Well, you’re certainly in the right place. More than a few of this lot will want some. I know cos they’ve been nagging me for some.’


  While Chelsea stood at the bar drinking her lager, a short line of punters grew. Apparently the cannabis drought was ongoing, and those at the back of the queue were nervous she might run out!


  By the time, however, that she had drunk a couple of pints and enjoyed a plate of cheesy chips, she still had some left. But by now her thoughts had turned to what she was going to wear that night, so she said goodbye to Kevin and left. The clock in the high street showed it was just before two.


  Of course, Chelsea had plenty of honestly earned money to fit herself out, but as before, she saw no point in wasting it. After looking around some of her favourite shops she had found a nice pair of hot pants and a sexy boob tube, both the height of fashion at that time. It was of the utmost importance to her that Freddy only had eyes for her on Saturday night, and she knew that this daring ensemble would do the trick.


  She boarded the two fifty bus back to Park Barn well pleased with herself.


  She noticed that she still had a couple of eighths in her tracksuit pocket, and wondered how she could really impress Freddy by selling them too. Still slightly drunk, she exited the bus and turned towards home. The time was about twenty past three, and children had begun to pour out of school, relieved that tomorrow was a Saturday. Why not, she thought? And she approached an older child she vaguely knew.


  'Alright mate, D'you want any gear… '


  Luckily for her a trendy young mother-mouse, who knew Chelsea, and who liked to smoke as well, caught her before she could finish. Nor was this school Chelsea's last school, but the primary school she had left years before!The bemused children walked away, and the trendy mum who liked to smoke chided Chelsea gently and then bought Chelea’s penultimate eighth. Fortune had favoured her again!


  She carried on to the gates of her recent school, where excited friends asked her how she was, what Freddy was like etc. Chelsea showed them her boob tube and hot pants, and when she said she had some hash for sale, her poorer school friends managed to put together enough money to buy it.


  She had over a hundred pounds in her pocket, some clothes for Saturday, and had shown Freddy she could be trusted.


  But Freddy saw it differently when she told him about her day.


  ‘You what! You tried to sell drugs to school kids? Outside the school gates? The cops could be on their way here right now! You idiot!’


  And so saying he fetched the remaining cannabis from its hiding place in his room and ran outside into the garden, and didn’t come back till he had dug a hole and hidden it behind the hydrangeas.


  ‘Freddy, don’t be mean, no one saw and I sold all…’ but she could not continue, because his angry words had upset her and it was all she could do to hold back the tears.


  ‘Chelsea, I didn’t mean to shout. But we have to be smart in this business. Selling gear outside school gates is not smart. I’m sure it will be ok. And well done for selling so much. Look, I’ve got something that will cheer you up.’ And he handed Fluffy over to her, which improved her mood greatly.


  And so the mice had enough money to thoroughly enjoy themselves on Saturday night.


  Saturday


  They were so keen to see Fluffy, and so excited about their trip to London, that the mice again got up earlier than usual the next morning. His mother, who was having a well deserved day off, said that Fluffy was the best way of getting Freddy out of bed that she had ever seen. Freddy thought that moment, when his mum seemed in a good mood, was the perfect time to ask if she and his dad could look after Fluffy while he was partying in London.


  ‘Oh, Freddy, your dad and I are going to the King’s Head to meet friends this evening. However, if you take him for a walk, and clear his pooh from the garden and (pushing her luck a bit) tidy your room, then we will look after him.’


  And so Freddy and Chelsea spent the day doing their domestic chores, to their parent’s evident delight. When they had finished, (they had several long breaks) there wasn’t much time left. While Chelsea used the shower, Freddy listened to music and made a spliff. The door opened and in came Chelsea dressed in her new clothes.


  ‘Bloody Hell, Chelse, you look gorgeous. We’ve still got time for a shag.’


  Chelsea was no fool, and knew it would be a good idea if she could keep Freddy on a tight leash all night. So she said ‘No Freddy. We’ve got to meet the others in a bit. You get ready and we’ll take the bus into town.’


  With sad hearts Freddy and Chelsea said goodbye to Fluffy; with hearts full of anticipation and butterflies in their stomachs they left to meet their friends. (Freddy had already told his mother in great detail everything she needed to do for Fluffy.)


  When they arrived at the Mary Rose (where else?) they were greeted by Gary and the twins Dave and Erica who were ensconced at a corner table. Kevin was still at work behind the bar, about to end his shift. They all admired Chelsea’s clothes (Gary a little too much) and wanted to hear about Fluffy. Kevin handed over to a colleague and poured a free round of beers for everyone. Dave handed round a bag of speed and they all dabbed their fingers in it, washing it down with beer. The mice were young and excited, and really didn’t need a pick-me-up, but they were eager for new sensations, and several of them had never taken it before.


  The drinking session passed quickly, Kevin advised them to stock up with cigarettes from the machine, and use the toilet, and some of them even managed to get some food down their necks, knowing that there wouldn’t be much opportunity to eat later.


  This time, when they got to the station, to avoid any hassle with the station master, they all bought tickets.


  ‘All aboard,’ Freddy joked as the train doors opened. The other passengers in the carriage looked up at the loud group of young mice with anxiety. One old mouse got up to find another carriage.


  Because this was the nineties, the train still had windows which could be opened. And so it was not long before the young animals shared a cigarette, trying rather casually to blow the smoke out of the carriage. Just before the ticket inspector arrived the cigarette was discarded and when he accused them of smoking they said the smell had been there when they arrived. Chelsea even managed to look insulted. Of course, he didn’t believe them, but he wanted to get back to his crossword and thermos of tea so, after making it clear that he was no fool and didn’t believe them, he moved on.


  All the naughty mice burst into laughter.


  ‘You are all very rude,’ said an old-lady mouse. ‘You can’t smoke here.’


  ‘I’m sorry grandmother, it’s all my boyfriend’s fault,’ said Chelsea. ‘Freddy, say you’re sorry.’


  ‘I’m sorry old lady, really it’s my friend Gary’s fault!’


  At last they arrived at Waterloo, where everyone rushed off to find the toilets. Kevin, who had been to the club a week before, was their guide. Soon the mice could hear a deep bass sound in the distance. Chelsea’s stomach tightened with anticipation. The bag of speed was passed round one last time.


  They turned a corner and saw a line of animals under a neon sign emblazoned with the logo of the Ministry of Sound, the full name of the club. They were there!


  Unfortunately a long line of people were already queueing behind a red rope to get into the club. Despite this Freddy walked straight to the front.


  ‘Easy Freddy, you’re not the boss here,’ said Gary. And so they joined the back of the queue, which slowly snaked towards the entrance. Gary skinned up and after Freddy had a few drags he passed it to a couple of black mice he had got in conversation with.


  ‘Are you both junglists then?’ said one of the black mice.


  ‘Yeah, me and my mate (he pointed to Gary) are djs.


  The black mice said they too were junglists. The conversation moved naturally onto narcotics, and one of the black mice said he could help the Guildford mice score ecstasy in the club.


  Sorted!


  The efficient security at the ministry meant the line moved forward at a decent pace and soon our group were close to the door. Gary and the other mice were searched with no problem, then it was the turn of Freddy and Chelsea. There was no need for the female security mouse to search Chelsea, on account of the scanty nature of her clothes. Freddy held his breath while the male security mouse checked him for knives, guns, drugs. and then he was through! He was in!


  All the Guildford mice and their new black friends were waiting in the corridor for him, smoking and chatting and rejoicing that they had got in with no problem. The two black mice seemed especially happy to have made friends with a large group of mice which included two attractive girls. Chelsea could have been unfaithful and chatted up the two new mice, but for once she was only interested in Freddy, which was lucky because otherwise it would have kicked off.


  Gary asked one of the black mice, ’so where can we get pills?’


  ‘Have you got the money? They’re ten quid each.’


  ‘I want five first. If they’re good, I might want more.’


  ‘Come with me, but alone.’


  ‘No offence, but I want Freddy to come too.’


  The black mouse hesitated, then nodded and indicated that they should follow him.The other mouse stayed behind with Dave and the girls.


  The black mouse was nearly too quick for the Guildford boys to keep up, but they stayed on his tail. Soon they had snaked their way through the crowds to one of the bass bins in the main room, where the black mouse addressed an older mouse in a leather jacket. Gary watched out for any sign of treachery and prayed. He handed over the money, and the dealer put five tablets in his forepaw. They felt right. Wary that he still could have been ripped off, he walked away without fuss and the three mice rejoined the others.


  ‘Oi, Oi,’ cried Gary like an old raver. He handed out the pills. Freddy looked at his. On each tablet was a picture of a dove, the name of the pill. They were the real thing! All anxiety put aside, Gary, ever the networker, bought a drink for the black mice.


  The club was beginning to reach capacity, so they all decided to head to the chill out room. Here exhausted clubbers could relax, smoke joints and talk nonsense at each other. A dj was playing ambient music and while talking to him Freddy felt his stomach rumbling and had an overwhelming urge to have a crap.


  Quickly, without warning the others, he hurried to the toilets. With relief he found an empty cubicle with a working latch and even greater relief evacuated his bowels.


  As he washed his paws he felt a strange sensation flowing around his body, from his hind feet to his whiskers. He walked, nearly running back to the others.


  ‘Oh Freddy, it’s amazing!’ Chelsea embraced him. ‘Let’s go to the main room to dance!’


  ‘They left the others behind. In the main room Mickey Finn was laying down heavy tunes. MCGQ was mcing.


  The crowd were going crazy. Chelsea looked fantastic in her hot pants and boob tube. Freddy didn’t even mind that she was drawing attention from other male mice, because for one night he knew that he could trust her.


  After a while Freddy wanted to go and watch the dj, to see if he could learn anything from the master. Chelsea was more interested in watching the mc and listening to his rhymes.


  …big up all the massives,


  no matter where you from,


  north, south, east, west of london


  big up all the massives,


  no matter where you stay,


  north, south, east, west, of the uk..


  When Mickey Finn handed over mixing duties, Chelsea said that she wanted to go outside for fresh air. Holding her hand Freddy led her through the crowds of people to the outside area where they could talk. They hugged for a long time and then shared a cigarette. Another mouse asked Freddy for a cigarette and he surprised himself by letting him have one. They both chatted away with complete strangers; never had Freddy shared so many fantastic insights, none of which he could remember the next morning!


  Suddenly they heard voices familiar to them and they turned to see Gary, David and Erica. They all hugged and speaking quickly all at the same time talked about where they had been.


  ‘Freddy,’ said Gary, ’have you looked at your phone recently?’


  He looked at his phone. Several missed calls. Some poor sods back in Guildford would be spending a Saturday night without anything to smoke.


  ‘Me too,’ said Gary. ‘Never mind. Tomorrow we’ll have to make some calls. Now it’s party time!’


  For a long time they chatted away, until they decided to go inside. On the way they drank water, of great importance to mice taking ecstasy. Which room should they go to? In the second room they were playing house, and in the third rave. After a short while listening to house they went to the third room to listen to rave music. Freddy had grown up listening to his brother Charlie mixing rave records when he was younger. The scene had flourished at the beginning of the nineties and to Freddy it came second only to Jungle, which originated from it. It was considered more uplifting than jungle. Ravers wore bright clothes and accompanied the music with whistles and horns. They lifted their hands in the air in celebration when the beat stopped.


  The mice danced like this for a long time, separating and then reuniting again. For the last few minutes they danced in the main room so as to listen to as much as possible. When the stylus was lifted off the record for the last time everyone shouted ‘more, more’ but the lights came on and they all shuffled to the exit, looking for jackets and friends. Having found everyone they exited into the ordinary but now totally strange London street.


  Still high on ecstasy all the mice talked at the same time.


  ‘What a wicked night,’ said Freddy.


  ‘Loads of mice were watching me dancing,’ said Chelsea.


  ‘I kissed a bird-mouse,’ said Kevin.


  ‘I kissed a mouse and my brother kissed a girl-mouse,’ said Erica.


  ‘And I have the telephone number of the ecstasy dealer,’ said Gary.


  At Waterloo station Freddy was unusually overwhelmed by the splendour of the building, the purity of the stone work and the grace of the glass and metal roof. Then, restraining himself from thinking such unusual thoughts, he put his arm around Chelsea, thinking how pretty she looked and what a cracking pair of tits she had.


  On the train they again smoked out of the window. Then they squeezed into a cab to get back home, where they hugged for one last time and separated into smaller groups.


  Freddy suddenly realised joyfully that soon he was going to see something more miraculous than any club, better than any drug- his friend Fluffy, still fast asleep in his basket. They quietly let themselves in the house and on tip toe approached the dog basket where Fluffy’s sweet face was waiting for them. They stroked him and hugged him and spoke kind encouraging words to him. Then Freddy, oblivious to his mum’s wishes, carefully picked him up and carried him up the stairs, ever so quietly so as not to wake his parents, into his bedroom. There the mice and their dog fell into the sweet blessed sleep of youth.


  PRAEFATIO


  
    Calumniari si


    quis autem voluerit


    Quod arbores loquunt-


    ur, non tantum ferae,


    Fictis jocari


    nos meminerit fabulis


    Phaedrus Lib.1 Prol.

  


  


  The ancients were lacking in several of the literary forms which we take for granted. They wrote widely in non fiction, and covered several subjects in verse and drama, but, with a few exceptions, we know of no children's fiction, no crime fiction, no thrillers, no historical fiction, no science fiction, in short, very little fiction at all. They had of course, plenty of myth.


  But they did have fable, and I believe the humbler imaginings of fable rival in terms of pure personal creativity the imaginings of myth, which though grander, were the products of many generations and many peoples.


  In myth the gods often put on human form to join in the more tragic affairs of men. Sometimes they take on animal form, usually for carnal motives. In fable, conversely, animals, or plants, keep their form but take on human qualities. The animal world was personified long before written fable; we can only assume that animal fables were told not much later than human or divine qualities were ascribed to animals. In other words, the fable is an inevitable consequence of man's cognitive and linguistic development, just as much as religion and myth. That we do not have more ancient fables than we do is probably because it was not considered as worthy of recording as myth.


  Yet we still have plenty. And in common with epic its essence has been transplanted to modern genres and media. The moving image and fantasy novel largely perform the entertainment role of the epic. Cartoons and children's literature now largely perform the entertainment role of fable, without the obvious moral lesson. But in bringing mice to life, the precedents are so numerous, both in English and Latin, that writing Mures came easily. And if I ever hesitated, the words of Phaedrus, quoted above, were an irrefutable encouragement.


  As for their dissolute and usually criminal behaviour, well, that's what Freddy and Chelsea are like. From the beginning, when anyone asked, (which wasn't often) what I was writing I usually said "it's like a cross between Trainspotting and Wind in the Willows in Latin". And so it is, although early on I limited myself to one species of animal.


  Of course, the words are Latin, but I know enough Latin to know that the style is often English. I mostly avoid connecting words at the beginning of sentences and have always chosen direct speech over indirect; although I indulge in oratio obliqua occassionaly for thoughts. As for neologisms, I have borrowed praepes, pedis, forepaw, from Tom Cotton's translation of the Wind in the Willows. Where there is a choice of Latin words, I have usually gone for the simpler. Hence I use sigarella for cigarette, not papyrus fumifer as I have seen somewhere. I often use more than one for the same thing, hence camelia sinensis and thea for tea.


  I hope people enjoy my humble little story. I would be very happy if it encouraged other Latinists to write contemporary Latin. Latin should be a modern mode of expression, not just of translation.


  Thanks are due to the community of Latin redditors and in particular to a certain Helvetian, without whose valuable proof reading I would have brought this little story into the light of day prematurely.


  


  * * *


  


  As much as I would like to encourage fellow Latinists to produce endless epubs of modern Latin, I must confess the process of creating an epub isn't easy. I spent several hours formatting the lines of Phaedrus at the beginning of the preface so they would display effectively, only to use the simpler solution of splitting each line of verse over two lines of writing. Consequently I have kept the formatting in this book as simple as possible so that it should be readable in as many ereaders as possible. (OK, formatting is addictive and I ended up adding quite a bit more!) I personally recommend readera, but it is available only on android. By highlighting words you should be able to look them up in a third party dictionary app of your choosing. Of course, for Latin there are not many such apps and they do not all work as well as each other. If you tick the right boxes Collins Latin dictionary usually opens promptly and is adequate for translating into English. Readera also pastes words directly into a browser search box.


  Writers always moan about proof reading. If you are writing in a non native language, it takes even longer. Half way through what I estimated to be my sixth proof read I drew a line in the sand and said I would do one more. The errors I was finding were becoming more and more questions of style and less and less those of grammar and punctuation. Despite this resolve I still ended up doing several more proof-reads! It came to the point where I felt I was more likely to add errors by further checking than to remove them. This story will inevitably still contain errors, many of which I will be glad to have pointed out to me, some less so!


  PROLOGUS


  quattuordecim annōs nāta chelsea mūs, sīcut omnēs mūsculae probae, scholam adībat. sed, tamen, chelseā nōn erat mūscula proba! neque erat suā scholā lūdōrum optima. quae schola illīus generis erat quae omnibus patēbat, et omnēs mūrēs docendōs cūrābat. cui ratiōnī, laudis dignae, tamen inerat difficultās: chelsea, sīcut omnēs mūsculae improbae, scholam adībat invīta. chelseam, mūrem improbam, scholae taedēbat.


  quōdam diē, post merīdiem, chelseā in classe francogallīcā cum amīca suā erīcā, sedet colloquiturque. qua dē rē colloquuntur? scīlicet, dē bēstiolīs masculīs, mūsicā, vestibus et dē televisīōne. sed praecipuē dē mūribus masculīs. sed vae chelseae mūrī, quam sermōne occupātam magister francogallicus ad rēctōrem scholae īre iubet. "tam iniūstum est!" mussitat mūscula, ex aulā classis discēdēns. mūscula, rēvērā, nōn formīdāvit īre ad rēctōrem, quī benignus erat, sed colloquium iūcundum cum amīca erīca habēbat, quod fīnīrī eam taedēbat.


  trānsitus inānis erat mīrum in modum tranquillus dum ad officīnam lentē ambulāvit, ac subitō cōnsilium iniit quō tempus citius tereret. quidnī ā scholā discēderet, ad sigarellam carpendam?


  mūscula cāna, ergō, ut casulam birotārum peteret, (ubi mōs erat fūmāre) ē postīcō scholae ēgressa āream lūdōrum trānsiit, iam sigarellam ex sinū sublātam accendēns.


  sed, ecce, mūs masculus aetāte maiusculus iam in casulā birotārum fuit, super ūnā ex birotīs inclīnābat, praepedibus  mūrīnīs arte catēnam scindēns!


  "quis es?" dēpoposcit mūscula, quamquam mūrem, alicubi, fortasse in scholā, anteā vīderat.


  post aliquantum temporis mūs chelseam suspexit. "mihi nōmen," respondit, "fredericus est."


  chelsea exspectāvit ut fredericus vicissim suum nōmen rogāret. frūstrā. nōn modo fredericus cōmitātem nōn reddidit, sed birotam neglegēns chelseam iam impudenter intuēbātur.


  "chelseā nōmen est mihi." tandem dīxit, inopiam hūmānitātis frederīcī aegrē ferēns.


  "tē nōvī’ inquit fredericus. ‘huic scholae ines. hortēnsem horreum (anglice park barn) incolās et quattordecim annōs nāta es."


  "immō," inquit mūscula indignāns, “quīndecim paene annōs nāta sum."


  "cūr nōn in scholā ades?" fredericus rogāvit.


  "mē taedet", dīxit mūscula. "quidnī tū?"


  "ā rēctōre expulsus sum. mē taedēbat etiam."


  "quid facis?" ait chelsea.


  "birotās furor. fūr sum. mihi auxiliārī potes? sigarella cannabiēnsīs posteā nōbīs carpenda est."


  chelseae, exīstimantī fredericum performōsum, cannabim inhālāre magnopere placuit. (mementōte, dīlēctissimī lēctōrēs, chelseam mūrem improbam esse!) libenter, ergō, frederīcō in birotā clependa subvenit. quō factō, chelsea officīnae rēctōris, scholae et rērum scholasticōrum oblīta, birota surrēpta vecta est, frederīcō dīrigente, ex scholā, per viam, domum frederīcī.


  cum perventum esset ad aedēs frederīcī, dē birotā dēscendērunt. dum domum appropinquāvērunt, ā tertiō mūre, pelle oleō maculātā, quī māchinae autocinēticae operam dabātur, salūtātī sunt.


  "frāter meus" exposuit fredericus.


  ingressī postīcum, iuxtā quod erant hortus et prātulum perviride et scālīs ascēnsīs, cubiculum intrāvērunt. nōn autem, cubiculum mundum pūrgātumque, sed cubiculum immundum, sine ōrdine. parietibus affīxae erant chartae ad saltātiōnēs prōclāmandās nōminibus sīcut awol, labyrinth, ministerium etc. iuxtā fenestram erant gramophonum duplex et multī phonodīscī. ambō mūrēs in lectō cōnsēdērunt. fredericus fistulae cannabiensī in mēnsā inventae ignem dedit. postquam eius partem carpsit, chelsea, ista mūs amātōria dīxit, "futuēmusne, annōn?"


  fredericus, iste mūs performōsus, chelseam utrōque praepēde (anglice forepaw) comprehendit et diūtissimē ōsculātus, dēdūxit in cubīle.


  (prō ratiōne decōris nōbīs cēlandum est hoc facinus nefāstum.)


  


  * * *


  


  posteā fredericus reliquam partem fistulae accendit et hōc tempore facultātem fistulae carpendae chelseae dēdit.


  "bene fuit, nonne?" dīxit mūscula.


  "ita vērō. haud malum."


  "haud mālum? haud malum? tantum haud malum dīcis? chelseā sum, amātrīx optima in tōtō hortēnsī horreō." ēheu, fredericus iuvenis est nec chelsēā dignitāte ūsus est! chelsea, puella superba, hoc intolerābile arbitrāta, discessit, furēns ut didō illā rēgīnā nobillissīmā aut jūnō, iovis uxor.


  sed fredericus, quī sē fēminās et artēs amātōriās intellegere crēdēbat, contentus fuit. chelseā erat mūs fōrmōsa, eīsdem artibus perītā. in culīnā, tamen, fredericus frātrī occurrit quī eī "frātercule," dīxit, "tē moneō. chelseā nōndum sextum decimum annum agit. sī eam irrīserīs, difficultātem habēbis. tē moneō ut eam blandiāris."


  "frāter mī, vērā dīcis. vesperī domum chelseae ut cum eā colloquar ībō. intereā forās ībō sōlis carpendī causā."


  quō dictō fredericus ēgressus est, cum canistā cervisiae et māchinā ad mūsicam canendam. fredericus erat discimpositor (anglice dj) mūsicae iungulae. gramophōnō duplicī adhibitō, capsulam mūsicam (anglice cassette) fēcerat quam iam audiēbat.


  "bona est vīta," putāvit mūs, sōle et bassō profundō mūsicae fruēns. "hodiē vesperī domum chelseae ībō, donulum ferēns." quō dictō, fredericus somnum suāve iniit.


  inclīnātō sōle, fredericus, mūtātā veste corporeque odōrātō, domō exiit disaeptum orbiculātum (anglice roundabout) petītum. quō cum pervēnisset, secundum spem, vīdit multōrum flōrum cōpiam ā conciliō satam. simul atque circumspexit nē quis ārdeliō sē observāret, cultre ex vestibus sūmptō, flōrēs ēlēctōs amanter carpsit deinde fūrtim fugit.


  post breve tempus, domum chelseae pervēnit. haud sciēns quae fenestrā eī esset, glāream collēctam multīs cum precibus ad quendam fenestram iēcit! fortūna eum nōn dēseruit! ecce, julietta eius in fenestrā appāret!


  "quid agis?" postulāvit chelsea magna cum strepitū.


  "venī ut mē excūsem. mē paenitet. crūdēliter locūtus sum."


  "tibi dōnum aut aliquid ferendum est. haud contenta sum."


  "flōrēs teneō," dīxit hērōs noster, flōrēs porrigēns.


  sīc, fredericus et chelsea amātōrēs factī sunt. haud tamen amātōrēs fidēlēs! chelseā ad scholam numquam regressa est, quod scholae nōnnihil sōlāminis attulit.


  DIĒS VĒNERĪS


  vēr illīus annī mīllēsimī nongentesīmī nōnāgēsimī sextī ā chrīstī nātū praeteriēbat iūcundē apud mūrēs. chelseā diem nātālem quīndecimam tandem celebrāvit. tempus apud fredericum, quod ibi plūs cibī erat, agēbant. utpote mūrēs, scīlicet, eīs placēbat cāseus; nihilōminus gustātī eōrum lātī erant: placentae neāpolītānae, patātae frictae, cervisiae... plūsque cāseus. parentēs frederīcī, pater vēnditor metallī cōnfectī (anglice scrap metal dealer) et māter operāria supermercātōria, chelseam, frederīcī grātia, tolerābant, quamquam īnfāmis erat. chelseae, ē scholā expulsae, amīcī invidēbant. aliī mūrēs eiusdem aetātis, dum chelseā in lectō fredericī agēbat, inquīsītiōnibus scrūtābantur. cum autem fredericō parentēs stīpendium darent, pecūniā, tamen, semper cārēbant. vestēs mōris recentis, cervisiae, sigarellae, cannabis, lūdī computātōrī, viātica et phonodīscī emendī erant. frederico nōn iam birotās fūrārī placēbat, partim quod ars birotārum rapiendārum nōn iam eī voluptātem dabat, partim quod mūrēs maiōrēs vīcīnī mālum minātī erant. pecūniā quaerenda erat eīs, sed neuter mūs negōtium probum reperīre volēbat. quidnam factūrī essent?


  manē quōdam diē vēnerīs mūs et mūscula ad tabernam vīcīnam dēambulābant ut bellāria ēmerent. chelsea, ut erat mōs sua, multa bellāria ēlēgit (quōrum multōs in sinubus cēlāvit). aliōs, benignātīs causā, emere cōnstituit. sed, ubi pendēre cōnāta est, marsūpium suum reperīre nequīvit!


  quam pudor! at, ubi fredericum aspexit, eum rīdentem crēvit!


  "minimē rīdiculum est frederīce! marsūpium meum reperīre nequeō. domī tuae id relinquere dēbuī."


  "ecce, chelsea," dīxit simpliciter, marsūpium eius ē sinū suō extrahēns.


  "fredericus, cūr istud fēcistī? mē fatuam et ineptam vidērī fēcistī."


  "exercēbam sōlum. artem manticulātōris (pickpocket) didicī tē īnsciente! nunc iam satis perītus sum ut marsūpia et crumēnās auferam!


  iam iam urbs gilfordia vīsenda est. tōta urbs similis est mēnsae equitis, epulīs opulentīs apparātae ita ut dēgravētur. catervae et supermercāta adsunt, etiam vestium emporia, apothēcae, multae aliae. ad mediam urbem eāmus ut praedēmur!”


  ambulantēs, fredericus chelseae ulteriōra exposuit.


  "duae ratiōnēs nōbīs sunt clependī. ego in turbīs intermixtus, marsūpia et crumēnās clepere poterō, vel nōs ambō in tabernās praedantēs, spolia fūrārī poterimus. prīmum tamen, vīsitandum est supermercātum."


  "quārē?"


  "quoniam ēsuriō. pāniculum cāseō fartum volō, etiam cocam colam et tunc initium faciēmus. dīligenter tamen audī. omnēs magnae tabernae vigilēs habent. opus est eōs distrahī. tuum est hoc mūnus. ūtere tuā venustāte. ostende mammās, natēs torquē, stā prope. ego, dum tū omnia haec faciēs, prandium fūrābor. adsumus ad vigilrosam! (anglice waitrose) fēlīciter hic est ūnus vigil tantum. mūs iuvenis est, quī tē amābit. ībō ad ālam pāniculī fartī, tū ībis ad vigilem reperiendum. hūc quīnque minūtīs conveniāmus! chelsea, amīcula, ad vigilem!


  


  * * *


  


  ēvenit sīcut fredericus praedīxerat. chelseā ad vigilmurem (security mouse) appropinquāvit, tergum torquēns. ille labōre īnsulsō fatīgātus libenter eī respondit. circiter decem minūta locūtī sunt. mūs laetus paene rogātūrus fuit num sēcum chelseā pōtāret, sed tempus discēdendī fuit! sē excūsāvit, deinde ad fredericum petendum exiit quem in mūrō propinquō invēnit, haud cum pāniculō sed cum cumulīs cāseī omnium generum!


  "eugepae, frederice! quantam cāseī cōpiam. quōrum generum sunt omnēs hī cāseī?"


  "chelsea, laetor tōtīus orbis terrārum cāseōs commendāre! hic est cāseus graecus phēta, mollis et pinguis eī est gustus. ecce cāseum helvēticum gruyerensem, et cāseōs gallicōs briensem et camembertum. sōlē hīc fovendus est, quō permollis et liquefactus fīat. haud oblīvīscendī sunt cāseī anglicī cheddarēnsīs et stiltonēnsīs, hīc omnium cāseōrum rēx, ut opīnor.”


  "plūs exōrdiī haud necesse est!" ait mūs fēmina, cāseum helvēticum aggrediēns. "bombax, sapidissimus est!"


  "etiam sunt cervisia et vīnum idōnea ad cāseum dēgustandum." dīxit fredericus, ōre cāseō replētō loquēns.


  praeter sonitum laetōrum mūrium edentium per multam hōram omne fuit tranquillum. nūllō relictō cāseō, nē frustulō quidem, discubuērunt supīnī in mūrō ad epulās coquendās, corporibus mūrīnīs suīs sōle calēscentibus.


  


  * * *


  


  chelseā iam dormītābat cum fredericus eam suscitāvit.


  "eundum est. aliae tabernae vīsitandae sunt." quō dictō, relictīs quisquiliīs, praeter supermercātum gressī sunt. chelsea vigilem adhūc labōrantem per fenestrās subrīsit, sēsē adhūc eī secundam indicāns. ille gestus reddidit.


  "mactē bēstiola mea. nunc nōbīs auxiliō erit," ait fredericus.


  "frederice, amātor, cōnsilium habeō ad pharmacopolium boots nōmine vīsitandum. ibi sunt medicāmina, sīcut bacula labiālia, unguenta et fūcī magnī pretiī. minima sunt, quō facilius magnam cōpiam in sinibus cēlāre possim."


  "tibi sōlum eundum est. auxilium tibi ferre nequeō. in agminibus et gregibus artem manticulātōris exercēbō. nōbīs conveniendum est hōra quīnta."


  mūs fēmina in tabernam ingreditur. satisne audāciae habēret quō facinus perficeret? avida frederīcī permovendī, animum cōnfirmāvit et medicāmina in sinūs magna cum cūrā impōnere coepit. sinibus fartīs, ā tabernā exit! rēs bene gesta! iam iam fredericus exspectandus fuit. mīrāta est quantum pecūniae fredericus cēpisset, marsūpiīs et crumēnīs ex sinibus cleptīs. dum exspectat mūscula mūsculōs vīcīnōs hortēnsis horreī fōrmōsōs vīsōs appropinquāvit et adlocūta est. eam admīrātī sunt propter fortitūdinem in scholā ēvītanda. cum eā et mūs fōrmōsissimus convenīre aliquandō cōnsēnsissent, discessērunt. mūsculam in animō volventem ubinam gentium esset amīcus suus īnfīdus, taedēre coepit. forsitan ā vigilibus captus erat?


  immō, eccilum! haud longē ā chelsēā aberat. sed, tamen, quid faciēbat? alloquēbātur aliam mūrem fēminam, fōrmōsam, eādem aetāte quā chelsēā! chelsea īrāta, tamen cum speciē cōmitātis accēdit et benignē cum duōbus mūribus loquitur.


  discessa alterā mūre, "cūr," inquit chelsea, "aliam mūrem alloquēbāris? dum ego labōrābam, tū aliam mūrem blandiabāris. at tū sinus fūrārī dēbuistī!"


  "nōn ita, amīca tantum est. nōlī invidēre. sinūs fūrārī nimis difficile erat. aequō animō sīs. quid fūrta es?" ait, ut sermōnem mūtāret.


  "age, dum tū mūsculam alloquēbāris, ego multam rapīnam clepāvī." ita chelseā eī praedam ostendit, quod frederīcō admodum placuit.


  "haec vēnditūra sum amīcīs, gentibus, hospitibus in caupōnīs, prō multīs librīs. nōnne mūs ingeniōsa sum?"


  "ita vērō, callida mūscula mea! nunc nōs ambō lucrātī sumus! domum eāmus. crās redībimus ad mediam urbem fraseridomī (anglice house of fraser) spoliandī causā."


  quō dictō, domum redīvērunt.


  DIĒS SĀTURNĪ


  multō manē postrīdiē, duo mūrēs nostrī surrēxērunt, dentēs dēfricuērunt, aqua faciem aspersērunt, corpora odōrāvērunt, fistulam cannabiēnsem fūmāvērunt. carōlō, quī ad novum mūnus autocinetōrum reficiendōrum vēndendōrumque discessūrus fuit, valēre iussērunt birotāsque suās ascēnsērunt quibus celeritāte aquilōrum vectī sunt.


  adventī in mediā urbe gilfordia cōnstitērunt. fredericus catēnā birotās prūdenter obserāvit, quae rēs nōn mīranda est, proximō vītae modō intellēctō.


  quamquam fredericus chelseaque erant mūrēs animō remissō, tamen mīrābile vīsū est eōs spectāre labōrantēs. celeriter sē movēbant, haud tamen cum magnō sonitū. mūrēs magnī erant, dissimilēs generis mūrium quī in cavīs et in forāminibus humilibus vītam dēgunt, attamen sīcut mūrēs huius generis cum dexteritāte appārēbant et ēvānēscēbant.


  diēs sāturnī erat, sīc catervae hominum in maximīs viīs, nōmine via alta et via septentriōne, aderant, ut vīlī pretiō ēmerent et cum amīcīs suīs convenīrent. nec inter sē adesse duo mūrēs scelestōs sciēbant. ingressī domum fraseriānam, emporium magnum, duo mūrēs dīgressī sunt et celeriter initium labōris fēcērunt. postquam quadrāns hōrae trānsierat, convēnērunt in angiportō propinquō ut praedam īnspicerent. mactē bene! brācae armāniae, subūculae gucciānae, pallia scortea versācia. multa habuērunt, omnia sartōre īnsignī facta!


  "nunc ad caupōnam eundum est, ad cervisiam bibendam et rapīnam expediendam!" inquit fredericus ad caupōnam propinquam rosam mariānam (anglice mary rōsē) chelseam dūcēns.


  ō quam mīrābilis erat domus pūblica antequam fūmāre vetitum est! aula celebrābātur animālibus cervisiam haurientibus; pallium fumae colōris caeruleae in āera pendēbat. aliī mūrēs improbī ad mēnsās sedēbant, aliī lūdum pilārum ebēnārum lūdēbant (anglice pool). per tōtam aulam erat murmur tranquillum mūrium et masculōrum et femīnōrum bibentium, aliōrum prō necessitāte, aliōrum animī causa.


  caupōna humilissima plēbēiaque erat. ibi fuērunt aliī furciferī, quōrum ūnus, pūblicānus nōmine kevīnus, frederīcō salūtātō cervisiam obtulit. antequam lūdus pedifollis televisīōne ostentus fīnem fēcit, fredericus vēndidit tōtam praedam prō lībrīs ducentīs et decem sterlingōrum!


  "eugepae!" dīxērunt nostrī mūrēs.


  "iam iam tempus faustum est ad rēgem burgēnsem vīsitandum. ēsūrīsne? ego pasticulum hamburgense cum cāseō nōmine voppur velim, etiam sōlāna tūberōsa fricta et lac gelātum frāgō condītum. plūs, amīcus meus gārius ibi est quem dē negōtiō percontārī volō."


  


  * * *


  


  "bene valē, amīce," dīxit mūs niger circiter vīgintī annōs nātus cocam colam praepedibus habitam culmō exsorbēns.


  cum fredericus chelseaque hamburgēnsibus et frictīs adsūmptīs gāriō sē coniūnxissent, gārius initium sermōnis fēcit.


  “multam pecūniam cōnsecūtus es." inquit. (quō dictō chelsea interpellāvit "vōs ambō cōnsecūtōs dīcere voluistī") “sed vīta fūris tabernāriī haud facilis est. omnēs vigilēs tē cognōscent, pictūrās vestrās pervulgābunt ut nusquam fūrārī possītis."


  mūrēs cānī vīsī sunt dē spē dēicī. tot somnia habuerant thēsaurī colligendī.


  "nīl dēspērandum est. amīcus tuus gārius tibi, mē paenitet, vōbīs, subveniet," dīxit, interdum cocam colam persorbēns. "nōnne ita est?" dīxit, chelseam aspiciēns diūtius quam decuit.


  "tempus est gravēs fierī. tempus est initium facere in negōtiō cannabiensī. ea dē causā amīcitiam cum negōtiātōribus narcōticīs petīvī ut negōtium incohēmus ad narcotīcōs vēndendōs."


  "et ego negōtiātrīx narcōtica fierī volō," ait chelsea.


  duo mūrēs masculī mūrem fēminam intuitī sunt; paulō post verbīs mollibus dīxit fredericus: chelseam suam amātrīcem esse, nec sē quemquam hoc negāre permissūrum esse, tamen feminis negōtium narcōticum haud idōneum esse, quod esset perīculōsum.


  respondit chelseā sē ferōcem esse, haud dubium esse quīn sē fortissimam in scholā mūsculam fuisse, fortiōrem frederīcō etiam.


  duo mūrēs masculī inter sē aspexērunt; subitō ambō vehementer cacchīnāvērunt.


  "cōnstat" ait gārius. "triumvirī sumus. immō! triummurēs sumus! frederice, habēsne adhūc pecūniam quam, vestibus vēnditis, impetrāvistī?"


  "maximam partem habeō. plūs centum."


  "satis est. frēde, quantī stat octāva pars unciae cannabis?"


  "facile est. stat quīndecim librīs."


  "bene. ergō, quantō cōnstat uncia?"


  fredericus, scholā expulsus tamen erat perītus in arithmēticā, respondit celeriter "octiēs quīndecim... est centum vīgintī!"


  "errās! uncia cannabis stat octōgintā librīs."


  "quōmodo?"


  "est frūgālitās mēnsūrae (anglice economy of scāle). sī duae unciae emuntur stant centum quinqāgintā librīs, iterum decem librīs dēductīs propter frugalitem mēnsūrae. quattuor unciae cōnstant ducentīs octōgintā. nōbīs quattuor unciae sunt coemendae. quōrum tibi… mē paenitet chelsea, vōbīs, erunt duae unciae, quae centum quadrāgintā librīs steterint. sī, secundā fortūnā ūsī, singulās octāvās partēs unciārum pretiō quīndecim librōrum vēndideritis, tibi, mē paenitet, vōbīs, erunt frūctūs ducentārum quadrāgintā lībrārum quī significat lucrum centum librōrum. prō labōre postmerīdiānō! intellēgistisne?


  ambō mūrēs reniduērunt, ante oculōs thēsaurōs fingentēs, quamquam chelseā ratiōnem haudquāquam secūta erat.


  "scīlicet, sī plūs emere poterimus, exemplī grātiā massam unciārum novem (anglice nine bar), cannabis vīlior erit." gārius ad cocam colam exsorbendam cūnctātus est.


  "sōla, tamen est difficultās. autocinetum nōn habeō. ūnumne mūtuandum est dē frātre tuō aut dē parentibus?"


  "potest fierī," dīxit fredericus haud ratus.


  "convenit, ita, inter nōs omnēs! crās, mē excipite merīdiē. frederice, amīce, chelseaque pulchra, valēte!" quō dictō, mūs niger ē burgēnse rēgī ēgressus in viam septentriōnem, in turbam festīnantem sē mersit.


  "quam bellus mūs, et quam fōrmōsus" dīxit chelsea suspīrāns.


  "chelsea, mūscula es dissolūta! tē meam amīculam esse nē oblīta sīs. sī tē īnfidēlem reppererō, tē vāpulem."


  "numquam īnfidēlis erō, autem hoc, sī fēcerīs, tē mordicus feriam."


  "tamen haud est vērisimile tē meliōrem quam mē amātōrem inventūram esse!" dīxit bestiolus, natem eī vellicāns. quō factō, chelseā gemēns dīxit fredericum suum mūrem esse, sē numquam meliōrem amīcum inventūram, et sibi domum quam celerrimē eundum esse quō citius bāsiārent.


  DIĒS DOMINĪ


  postrīdiē māne māter fīlium num autocinētō ūterētur ōrantem passa est, sed invīta. "nē fūmētis in autocinētō, vōs moneō," dīxit.


  quō iussō acceptō, aequē invītī, duo mūrēs iuvenēs capsulās mūsicās ēlēgērunt quibus iter iocōsius praeterīrētur. capsula iungulae mūsicae canēbat ubi gārium, brācīs tēlae nemausiēnsis (anglice denim) et tunicula candida indūtum, excēpērunt.


  "bella mūsica" dīxit mūs niger, autocinetum appropinquāns.


  "mī chelsea," inquit fredericus, "tū fēmina es, gārius vir est. tibi sedendum est pōne."


  suspīrāns, chelseā locum mūtāvit.


  per viam aiīī (via anglica dē londīniō usque ad lītus austrāle) iter fēcērunt, mūsicam clāmōsam auscultantēs. dum fredericus dīrigēbat, gārius eīs exposuit amplius dē negōtiō narcōticō. suburbia londoniensia intrābant cum gārius monuit posse fierī difficultātem: forsitan negōtiātōrēs cannabiēnsēs omnēs trēs mūrēs domum eōrum intrāre nolītūrōs esse; itaque melius futūrum esse sī ipse sōlus inīret.


  quō audītō, fredericus haud contentus, dīxit sē, eī, pecūniam nōn datūrum esse nisi etiam intrāret ipse. (cui sententiae chelsea sē addidit.) quidnī, rogāvit, gārium negōtiātōrēs vocāret, ut eōs certiōrēs faceret fōrmōsam mūrem chelseam et scelestum honestum fredericum adventūrōs esse, sīn aliter nōn fore ut negōtium fīat. quō factō, gārius aliquantulum questus est, tandem tamen, negōtiātōrēs appellātī libenter cōnsēnsērunt et pāx facta est.


  


  * * *


  


  post itinere additae sēmihōrae adventum est apud negōtiātōrēs cannabiēnsēs. ante fredericus pecūniam garīō dedit quam ex autocinētō exīrent. ā mūrī indicō acceptī sunt quī eōs invītāvit ut in spondā commodā sedērent.


  "grātī" inquit, "sītis domum meam. camēliā sinēnsīs indicō modo vultis? thea est, cum condīmenta condita."


  "quidnī? grātiās tibi," respondērunt mūrēs. fredericus addidit "mē paenitet postulāvisse venīre cum mē tum amīculam. sed tamen, rēvērā tē, meum socium novum, palam vidēre mālō."


  "scīlicet, intellegō cōnsentiōque. ego etiam negōtium cōram facere mālō." dīxit mūs indicus. "et, mōnstrandī causā mē id nōn aegrē tulisse, frederice, hōc cornū cannabiense tibi dō, ad dēgustandum. "quō dictō cornū magnum arte involūtum trādidit. quod statim fredericus acccendit.


  pulmōne sapōre iūcundō implētō, mōmentum temporis animum compressit deinde prōnūntiāvit "perbonum est! quālis est? unde gentium oritur?"


  "ex rādīcibus," inquit sanjaius superbē, "montium himaleyēnsium. caelum huius regiōnis aptum est ad cannabiēnsem colendum." fredericus cornū chelseae dēdit, quae etiam voluptātem capere vīsa est. postquam thea pervēnit, colloquium ad negōtium mūtātum est. postquam paulum altercātum erat, pactum est: circiter trecentae lībrae prō quattuor unciīs! sīcut dīxerat gārius! gārius sanjaiō pecūniam dedit; sanjaius cannabim gāriō dedit. (quae sērius cum frederīcō findenda erat.)


  tam commodī erant trēs mūrēs ut discēdere profectō nōluērunt, sed autem hospitēs inurbānī vidērī nōlentēs, valēre iussērunt et discessērunt.


  "Euoax!" inquit gārius, cum ex aedibus discessissent. "frederīce, chelsēā, amīcī, nōs omnēs rem bene gessimus. nōbīs omnibus congrātulandum est. regressibus domum meum cannabis findenda est. dum tū gubernābis, ego fistulam comparābō."


  gārius in sellā vectōriā artificiōsē folium papȳrī longum tabācō implēvit, deinde paulisper cannabim calefēcit, ut mīcae in foliō sērī possent. hōc factō, omnia convolvit in cornū praestāns perlongum, quod frederīcō gubernantī dēdit.


  "ecce sodālis, tibi hoc dō."


  "sed frederice," exclāmāvit chelsea, "māter vetuit in autocinētō fūmāre!"


  "rēctē vērō" dīxit gārius rīdēns, "sed dē sigarellā tabaccāriā ēgit!"


  "periī! vōs ambō, fenestrās aperīte!" respondit mūs cacchīnāns simul cōnāns gubernāre et fūmāre et fenestram aperīre.


  ventīs in pellēs flantibus cornū partītī sunt iter facientēs celeritāte septuagintī mīlium passuum in hōrā.


  "īnsānum bene est!" inquit fredericus, cui omnēs assēnsērunt.


  apud garium frederīcō dīligenter spectante gārius lancibus et cultrō acūtō cannabim fīdit cuius duās unciās frederīcō dēdit. erat offa fulva et glūtinōsā odōre dulce.


  "alia rēs mihi dīcenda est sodālis. telephōnum mōbile eme. aut id fūrāre. necesse est prō negōtiātōribus narcōticīs, et ut impavidus videās, et ut negōtium commodius fīat. ego nokiam mmx habeō."


  postquam discesserant, chelseā fredericō dīxit "gārius tibi est benignissimus, frederice. quamobrem?"


  "gāriī familia prīma erat familia nigra in hortēnsī horreō. familia mea benignē eōs excēpit."


  "quam lepida historia" ait chelsea.


  in autocinētō fredericus odōrātus est profundē. "cannabimne olfacis, chelseā?"


  "nesciō, frederice. tantum fūmāvī ut nesciam num autocinētum oleat annōn."


  "spērēmus mātrem nōn mox autocinetō ūsūram esse,” inquit.


  ubi tandem domum rediērunt, fredericus mātrī mendācium nesciō quid dē itinere fīnxit. tum ad cubiculum ascendērunt, ubi fredericūs suās duās unciās in sēdecim partēs dīvīsit, singulās partēs vēndendās quīndecim lībrīs, praeter ūnam quam prō sē retinuit. alia fistula frūctūs fredericus inquit "crās diēs lūnae erit. nōbīs ad oppidum redeundum est ut telephonum emam. aut ut fūrer. nōndum nesciō quid. iam iam phonodiscōs sum circumāctūrus”. et per reliquam partem diēī mūrēs mūsicam auscultāvērunt, cannabim fūmāvērunt et futuērunt.


  DIĒS LŪNAE


  postrīdiē māne ferē ūndecimā hōrā fredericus surrēxit et pōculum theae parāvit quam cum sigarellā ēpōtāvit. ut mōs erat, parentēs eius ad mūnera sua discesserant iamprīdem. fredericus spērāvit mātrem nōn animadvertisse sē in autocinētō fūmāvisse.


  mox ambō mūrēs, lāvātī vestītīque ad oppidum laophōrō (anglice bus) vectī sunt. fredericus sēcum unciam cannabis attulit sī forte alicui obviam īret quī cannabī cāreret. vehī laophōrō neque eī neque chelseae erat modus itineris faciendī optātus, sed fredericus dīxit sē philosophicē cōgitāre oportēre.


  "nunc," inquit chelsea, "tibi sinūs manticulandī sunt, ut dīxistī diē sāturnī, locō fēminās loquendī. nōn oblīta sum mē multam praedam cēpisse tē mūsculam adloquente."


  fredericus exsecrātus est silēns. spērāverat chelseam reī incommodae oblītam esse. nōn sōlum chelsea erat perpulchra, sed etiam perdolā.


  "scīlicet amīca mea. multam praedam in viā altā surripiam." sed, sibi reputābat id facilius fore sī tabernās praedātūrī essent.


  cum ad mediam urbem pervēnissent, tamen, manifēstum factum est, quod diēs lūnae erat, nōn tantās esse turbās ut sinūs spoliāre posset, quā causā fredericus ūsus est ad sē excūsandum quīn manticulāret. cōnsiliō illicō mūtātō tum ipsum tabernam intrātūrī fuērunt cum fredericus davidum vīdit, ericiae frātrem. quī perlaetus fredericum salūtāvit.


  "salvēte frederice, chelsea," inquit davidus. "gārius mihi dīxit mē tē bonam faecem habentem hīc inventūrum esse."


  "mactē gārium!" fredericus sēcum putāvit. gārius multum labōris vēndendī fēcerat nam davidus dīmidiam partem unciae, prō quīnque et quinqāgintā librīs emit, (quīnque lībrīs dēmptīs propter frūgālitātem mēnsūrae.)


  


  * * *


  


  hāc addita pecūniā fredericus satis habēbat quō telephōnum ēmeret. ūna taberna sōla erat quō īre volēbat, illā nōmine computatra reficienda, quae taberna ab amīcō eius arabicō jaffār habēbātur.


  quō ambulāns, fredericus sēnsit chelseam, suā mōre, haud contentam esse.


  "quid est reī, chelsea?" dīxit, ratiōne investīgātiōnis.


  "mīror quemadmodum nōn vīs crumēnās ab sinibus rapere. num timēs?"


  "nunquam! nōn intellegis quam difficile sit. est ars. nōn satis stīpātae sunt viae! fredericus mūs sum. timeō nihil! ecce tabernam amīcī meī jaffar. haud plūs dē mē timente."


  tintinabulum sonātum est ut ōstium aperuit. intus fuit taberna parva cuius et dē parietibus et dē tēctō mercēs electronicae omnium generum pendēbant. post mēnsam mūs humilis et dīmidiā parte calvus stetit.


  "heus sodālis jaffar!" mūs dīxit familiāriter. "telephonum quaerō. habēsne?"


  "complūrēs habeō" dīxit mūs, cibum arabicum mīrābilem mandūcāns. "ecce," inquit, thēcam telephonōrum plēnam mōnstrāns.


  "num sunt surrēpta?" inquit noster mūs iocōsus. cum fredericus interrogātiōnēs idōneās rogāvisset, nokiam mmx ēmit, eandem quam habēbat gārius. paulum tempus ibi dēmorātus est ut cum mūre arabicō colloquium urbānum habēret.


  "quās rēs novās nunc habēs, amīce?"


  "iamnunc nova telephōna cum pantella fūcāta (colour screen) accēpī. etiam sunt telephōna quibus potest scrībī.


  "pantellae fūcātae! scrībere telephonīce! tam mīrābilis est aetās moderna!" dīxit mūs admīrāns.


  jaffarō salvēre iussō, duo mūrēs ex tabernā discessērunt.


  "nunc parātī sumus, chelseā! vērī negōtiātōrēs narcōticī sumus! vīn cervisiam capere in rosā mariānā?"


  "ego vīnum siccum candidum mālō, quippe quae mātrōnā sim." dīxit mūscula.


  "quodcumque vīs, id habēbis, amīcula mea!" dīxit mūs, bracchiō umerum amīculae circumāctō.


  


  * * *


  


  mūribus intrantibus nōnnūllī hospitēs suspexērunt, quōrum aliquot eōs salūtāvērunt, aut vōce aut sextāriīs (anglice pint) sublātīs. ad cancellum īnsistēns kevīnus ille caupō fredericum rogāuit, "quō solitus es, sodālis?"


  "ita vērō, et chelseae vīnum candidum āridum, ut fēminae."


  dum pūblicānus sextārium cervisiae et pōculum vīnī fundit frederico dīxit "negōtiumne novum suscēpistī, frederice?"


  "ita vērō, kēvīne. num quid cupis?"


  "minimē, haud nunc, cum nihil pecūniae mihi est. crās, tamen, mihi pendēbitur. habēsne telephonum?"


  "certē habeō" et mūs noster eī dēdit numerum suum novum, quō factō chelseae vīnum dedit, et uterque mūs liquāmen suum suāve ad labra attulērunt.


  mēnsā ēlēctā in angulō aulae absconditō mūs noster excēpit mūrēs improbōs quī aut cannabim volēbant aut eius numerum. quōrum ūnīcuique fredericus dīxit suam cannabim ortam esse ab indiā ex montibus himalayēnsibus et optimam esse. summō celeritāte fredericus vēndidit reliquiās partēs unciae quam sēcum habēbat! cannabis autem vidēbātur dēesse in urbe eō tempore. id quod mūribus bene vertit. postquam mīliēs aliīs numerum suum trādiderat, et postquam mīliēs aliīs suum telephōnum novum mōnstrāverat, mūrēs cōnstituērunt discēdere ut vestēs "ēmerent".


  


  * * *


  


  fredericus et chelseā plūrimīs pōtiōnibus cōnfirmātī, per viam trānsversam ad viam septentriōnālem ambulāvērunt, ubi erat frasērī domus, quod emporium cito fīēbat eōrum grātissimum. hōc tempore in animō habēbant surripere vestēs haud vēndendōs sed quibus sē vestīrent, nam fredericus sē melius vestīre voluit, quippe quī nunc negōtiātor narcōticus esset. chelsea cōnsēnsit, adiciēns sē, quippe quī amātrīx negōtiātōris narcotīcī esset, quoque novās vestēs velle. fred, sānē, chartās pecunāriās in sinū habēns vestēs emere potuit sed cum iam in animō habēret cōnsilium maiōris cōpiae cannabīs emendī, vestibus emendīs pecūniam ita āmittere nōluit.


  ambō mūrēs dīgressī sunt ut varia tabulāta vīsitārent. fredericus complūrēs vestēs āthlēticōs (anglice tracksuit) magnopere surripere voluit, nitidōs et candidōs. sergiō tacchīnī et adīdās eī erant grātissimī. quam incommodum erat calceōs ostendī singillātim, aliter calceī quoque erant surripiendī!


  nīl dēspērandum! diēs lūnae erat optimum tempus quō bona surriperentur quod tabernāriī diēbus fēstī adhūc fessī erant. fredericus per tabulātum vestēs ēligēns ambulāvit. ultimum vestem, brācās āthlēticās nikensēs, in saccum īnserēbat, cum subitō nōta chartea ad brācās colligāta nesciō quō modo adhaesit et omne ad sōlum dēcidit! fred, circumspiciēns, tabernārium suspīciōsum vīdit. anceps, subrīsit ineptē. forsitan, fredericus putāvit, sē nōn dēbuisse fūrārī ēbrium! sed, autem, tabernāriō ēgressō, fredericus nervīs cōnfirmātīs scālīs versātilibus dēscendit et ex emporiō discessit. lībertās!


  fredericus diū cūnctātus est, dum chelsea advenīret. fēminās, putāvit, tempus terere vestibus et emendīs et surripiendīs! cum advēnisset vestēs fōrmōsās alter alterī ostendērunt. chelseae vērō nōn dīxit sē difficultātēs habuisse.


  


  * * *


  


  posteā domum rediērunt, ubi novīs vestibus chelseā sē vestit ut cosmica lautaque vidērētur. frederico iam erat multum pecūniae, novae vestēs, etiam satis cannabis. novum telephōnum electrīcitāte implēns, caupōnam adferre placentam neāpolītānam telephonīce iussit ut tōta familia dape fruerētur. postquam crustam ultimam circumlātam cāseō fartam dēvorāvērunt cocamque colam bibērunt, familia pecūniam novam suspicāns eī grātiās ēgit. garium telephōnō novō ūsus vocāvit ut dē negōtiō loquerentur.


  "sīc novum telephōnum habēs, sodālis! vērus mercātor narcōticus iam factus es!"


  "ita vērō, etiam grātiae agendae sunt tibi quod davidum certiōrem mē negōtiārī fēcistī."


  "bene habet. quantum cannabis tibi superest?"


  "plūs minus uncia, sed satis nōn est. possumusne indīōs mox revīsitāre?"


  "ita vērō. eōs telephonīcē vocābō."


  "quam ob rem putās negōtiārī sit tam facile? iam enim dīmidiam partem plūs minus, vēndidī."


  "magna inopia cannabis est per tōtum comitātum surriae (anglice surrey) ob negōtiātōrēs ā vigilibus comprehēnsōs. nōbīs bona fortūna est."


  "Bombax! ad crāstinum diem!"


  fredericus et chelsea in spondā televīsiōnem spectantēs sedēbant cum fredericus prīmum vocātum telephonicum accēpit. locūtus est mūs quī haud procul habitābat, et quī cannabim quaerēbat.


  fred, ē conclāve discessūs nē parentēs eum audīrent dē cannabī loquentem, dīxit "habeō. mē invēnī pōne popīnam sēricam."


  "nōnne domum meum id adferre potes?" poposcit mūs impudenter.


  "haudquāquam. sī vīs, tibi est gradiendum."


  post hanc ēruptiōnem fredericus alterum vocātum accēpit.


  rem bene gerēbat, sed sī ita factūrum erat nōn fierī poterat ut dormīret.


  dēnuō gārium vocāre cōnstituit cui "sodālis," ait, “sī rēs ita fīent dormīre nōn poterō! quid exīstimās sī nōs vīcissem vesperī labōrābimus? ita obdormīre poterimus. alter māne ineunte labōrāre poterit."


  "mactē animō!" gārius dīxit. "ego prīmus hāc nocte labōrābō."


  "cōnstat! et sī ēmptōrēs mē vocāverint tuum numerum eīs dabō."


  in ātrium ingressus fredericus cōnsēdit televīsiōnis videndī causā. omnēs spectābant nūntium quō praecō dē narcotīcōrum perīculīs loquēbātur.


  "vigilēs contrā hanc capsam (anglice nightclub) londoniēnsem incursiōnem heri fēcērunt. vīgintī negōtiātōrēs narcotīcōs et plūs mīlle tabulārum exstasīs comprehendērunt. signum, sī necessāret, problemae crēscentis."


  "vōsne psychotropica carpitis? fred? chelseā?" rogāvit pater.


  "paulam cannabim sōlum" respondit fredericus.


  "quārē forās bis hōc vespere exiīs?"


  "hmm… autocinetum amīcī meī nōn proficīscitur."


  "atque cūr telephōnum habēs? num satis pecūniae habēs? novum officium habēs?"


  fredericus sēcum paulisper in animō volvit utrum mentīrētur necne, officium nesciō quod in animō fingēns.


  "nōlī puerum vexāre, terrī. fredericus puer probus est." māter frederīcī semper eī auxiliō erat cum pater eum vexāret.


  "sed frederīcē nōnne mercātor metallī cōnfectī fierī vīs, ut ego?" dīxit pater.


  "fīam, sed nōndum, pater. ubi adolēverim."


  sīc, omnibus patris interrogātiōnibus ēvītātīs, fredericus ex conclāvī discessit cum chelsēā quī amīcābiliter parentibus dīxit "faustam noctem, domine mūs, dominā mūs".


  novō telephōnō extīnctō, fredericus et chelseā cubitum iērunt, sed nōndum dormītum, nam ambō mūrēs diem perlongum ēgerant et ambō sē aliquantum voluptātis merērī sēnsērunt.


  DIĒS MARTIS


  sērō mūrēs surrēxērunt, circā ūndecimā hōrā. ambō lāvērunt, dentēs dēfricuērunt, capillōs pectāvērunt et vestīmenta induērunt.


  dum chelsea pōcula camēliae sinensis prepārat fredericus telephonum suum excitāvit.


  cōnsternātus, sē duōs vocātūs telephōnicōs omīsisse vīdit! quantam omissiōnem mercātōrī narcotīcō! hīs duōbus numerīs appellātis, alter ēmptor sē alium vēnditōrem invēnisse dīxit, alter, kevīnus ille pūblicānus rosaemariānae, quī prope habitābat, dīxit sē domum frederīcī adventūrum esse paucīs minūtīs.


  tintinabullō audītō, fredericus iānuam aperuit. kevin adstābat, impatiēns, vultū acsī festīnāvisset.


  "amīce" inquit, "ecce tē! vexātus sum. nec tū nec gārius respondistis per paene hōram! hodiē mihi stīpendium numerātum est nec quidquam fūmem habeō!"


  "mehercule, kevin, mē paenitet nōn telephonum sūmpsisse. intrā. parentēs absunt. vīn theam?"


  "libenter fred," respondit, ātrium nitidum intrāns. "salvē chelsea! bellās aedēs habent parentēs tuī. ubi sēdem capiam?"


  fredericus eum ad spondam dīrēxit et chelseam rogāvit ut plūs theae  parāret.


  "quantum cannabīs vīs?" rogāvit, cum omnēs sedērent, pōcula theae habentēs.


  "nesciō. volō vidēre quālis sit antequam emam."


  "facile factū. chelsēā cornū fabricāre potest, gustandī causā. nōnne tibi iuvat chelsea?" chelseā invītus adnuit. fredericus cornu factum kevīnō dedit dīcēns, "foris fūmanda est fistula, quod parentēs nōn iam fūmant."


  per forēs vitreās apertās ēgressī fredericus ignem fistulae dedit quam kevīnō trādidit quī bis vel ter fūmum indūxit, deinde pulmōnem longō spīritū implēvit. exhālāns dīxit "perbonum est!" tum, "quālis est haec cannabis?"


  "ex indiā oritur. dē montibus himalayēnsibus. istī indī callidī rem multōs annōs fūmant."


  "bonum est. suāve. quantī stat octāva?"


  "quīndecim librīs. trigintī librīs stat quārta pars. disputāre nōn possum. optimum est, nec quisquam alius nisi gārius vēndit."


  "intellegō. ecce trīgintā librī."


  "chelsea, cāra sīs. adfer quārtam."


  chelsea, praeter modum vexāta, sed sē moderāns, exiit rediitque cum quārtā.


  prae urbānitāte kevīnus fistulam fabricātam frederīcō prīmum dedit, id quod chelseā aegrē tulit, sed exīstimāvit melius fore sī nihil dīceret. dum loquuntur sermō prōgressus est ad novās frederīcī vestēs.


  "nitidōs vestītūs āthlēticōs surrēpī," inquit.


  "quīn eōs nōbīs mōnstrābis?"


  "facile factū. rēvērā…" fredericus chelseam aspexit, sed aliquid in eius vultū fēcit ut is eās ipse quaereret.


  vix minūta praeterierat, tum fredericus scālās dēscendit exsecrāns.


  "hoc male mētītur! cingulō trigintōs unciās mētior. vīgintī octo mētītur hic vestītus. falsum vestītum habeō."


  "vestītus referendus est ad emporium ut mūtētur!" dīxit kevīnus, rīdēns.


  quō dictō omnēs rīsērunt!


  paucīs post minūtīs fredericus inquit "mihi dictum est vōs omnēs londīnium ad ministerium sonī (capsam nocturnam londoniensem) iisse saltātum. hōcine vōbīs oblectāmentō fuit?"


  "magnopere!" respondit kevīnus. "omnēs hamaxostichō vectī sumus. exstasim dēvorāvimus in capsā. nōn ante sextam hōram discessimus."


  "quālis mūsica erat?"


  "mūsica domus praecipuē."


  "nōn est grātissima mea. mūsica iungula faveō."


  "ego etiam. diē sāturnī erit saltātiō iungala apud ministerium. omnēs discimposītōrēs adērunt et magistrī caerimōniārum. vōbīs veniendum est."


  "cōnsilium haud displicet. gārius etiam īre volet."


  postquam kevīnus discessit, fredericus chelseam rogāvit ut aliam poculam theae preparāret. "nōn ita," dīxit chelsea. "nōn es dominus meus. haud sum ancilla tua!"


  "quid reī est?"


  "theam parāre iussistī, cornū fabricāre, cannabim auferre. nōn servā sum!"


  "amīcula mea, cum negōtium agam, turmā sumus. ego negōtium faciō, tū es… nōn ancilla, sed adiūtor."


  "neutra sum. theam tuam tibi fac. nōn sum servā."


  "edepol chelseā, nesciēbam tē tam inrītātam esse."


  "nunc ita scīs."


  ambō mūrēs postmerīdiānum tempus taciturnī ēgerunt. interdum fredericus cannabim vēnditum exiit. silentēs televīsiōnem spectāvērunt et mūsicam auscultāvērunt. sub hōram theae bibendae gārius appellāvit ut fredericum certiōrem faceret sē indīōs postrīdiē vīsitātūrōs esse.


  māter regressa cēnam parāvit et fredericum et chelseam mīrum in modum tacitōs invēnit, sed, cēna lauta dēvorāta animī eōrum cōnfirmātī sunt. fredericus chelseae dīxit "mē paenitet tē iubēre tantopere."


  quō dictō chelsēā subrīdēns theam preparāre pollicita est.


  īnfēlīciter illā nocte officium vigilandī ut cannabim vēnderet frederico fuit. tertiā occāsiōne domō ēgrediēns gressū leve cautōque in animō venit sibi totiēns exeuntī speciem lēgitimam praebendam esse. dē quā rē in animō vafrō suō cōgitāre coepit.


  fessus cubitum iit mediā nocte, chelsēā dormiente, ut mūs opportūnitātem reconciliandī penitus cum eā nōn habēret.


  DIĒS MERCURIĪ


  illō diē mercuriī ventōsō sērō experrēctus fredericus ōscitāns culīnam intrāvit. chelseā iam in pedeplānō erat theam bibēns et televisīōne ēmissiōnem grātissimam salvēte cum ricardō jūliāque intuēns in quā fēmina loquēbātur dē suō marītō quī eum dēseruisset ad fēminās minōrēs aetāte persequendās.


  "frēde," inquit "spērō nōn fore ut dēserar ā tē ad virginēs minōrēs aetāte persequendās!"


  "mehercule, chelsea, nōndum rēctē experrēctus sum." dīxit mūs poculam quaerēns."quid reī est?"


  "dīxī mē spērāre tē nōn mē dēsertūrum esse ad virginēs minōrēs aetāte persequendās."


  "chelsea, quīndecim annōs nāta es! sī virginēs iuveniōrēs persequar, in carcerem coniciar. nōn sum corrūmptor. tacedum."


  dum fredericus pānem tostam ēdit chelsea aliās trēs canalās televisīcās globulīs (anglice remōtē control) praepēde pressīs probāvit. inerat certāmen iocōsum in quō petītōrēs praemia varia, sīcut caudicam, (anglice canoe), tostrum (anglice toaster) vel birotam reportāre cōnābantur; camerae mūtandae cum laurentiō llewelyn-bowen, in quō vīcīnī alterī aliīs inter sē camerās renovābant, et spectāculum ricardae lacī, in quō hominēs disputābant.


  "hodiē gārius vocātūrus est dē urbe londīniō vīsitandō ut plūs cannabīs emāmus. periī! māter habet autocinetum! mihi gārius vocandus est."


  et ientāculī oblītus gārium vocāvit.


  "garī, sodālis, difficultātem habēmus. autocinetum nōn habēmus… ita vērō, māter eō ad familiam vīsendam ūtitur. nōn regrediētur ante vesperum. quid faciēmus?"


  "nōbīs hamaxostichō eundum est." tandem dīxit gārius. simplicissimum est. ego tē hōrā theae bibendae vocābō."


  ita cōnsēnsērunt, praeter chelseam quae conquesta est sē hamaxistichō vehī nōlle, praesertim cum fredericus monuisset sibi pedibus cēdendum esse ad statiōnem.


  "nōn ita fred, venīre placet sed putō vōs virōs sōlōs īre dēbēre." dīxit vafre.


  federicus trēs octāvās partēs habuit, quārum ante tempore prandiī ūna sōla relicta est. quam fēlīcēs fuērunt quī tempore inopiae negōtium inierant! et nunc, ubi adhūc erat inopia, plūs cannabis fortis ēmptūrī erant.


  telephōnō sonātō dēnuō domō discessit ut ēmptōrem convenīret. ambulāns canī lātrantī obvenit. ad adversum viae latus trānsiit et ēmptōrem convenit. nunc eī erat nūlla cannabis!


  cum domum rediisset in spondā gārium praestōlāns sēdit.


  sī quis eum iam vocāret, sē nihil habēre dīcere dēbēret. quantum dētrīmentum!


  


  * * *


  


  telephonum sōnāvit. fuit gārius! eugepae! gārius monuit ut sēcum quīnque minūtīs convenīret. fredericus chelseam ōsculātus novās vestēs āthlēticās  gerēns domō discessit. gārius praestolābat prope saeptō orbiculātō unde fredericus flōrēs chelseae carpserat.


  cum inter sē salūtāvissent gressū cito ad statiōnem proficīscī sunt, dē pecūniā loquentēs. ambō hōc tempore satis habēbant ut ūna novem unciās (anglice nine bar) ēmerent. cum ad statiōnem gilfordiēnsem advēnissent, locum oculīs perlūstrāvērunt ut cognōscerent ubi essent vigilēs, tum simul saeptum trānsiluērunt et ecce, in crepīdine quattuor erant, londīnium versūs!


  reliqua pars itineris sine difficultāte fuit. fred, cui hamaxostichō vehī ā puerō hamaxostichum lūsōrium habente placēbat, per fenestrās, agrōs, equōs, bovēs deinde aedēs magnās parvāsque praeterlabientēs spectābat. brevī ad statiōnem londōniēnsem austrālem parvam advēnērunt.


  gārius parvam papyram cum adumbrātiōne mappae ex sinū extractam scrūtātus est, tum ad occidentem incessit, interdum mappam intuēns. quamquam aliquantum dē viā dēerrāvērunt tandem tamen ad aedēs indōrum pervēnērunt et gārius tintinabullum sōnāvit.


  ut erat cōnsuētūdō, sanjaius eōs benignē acceptōs invītāvit ut in spondā theam indīcam biberent. mūsicam indīcam sonantem discō compactō auscultantēs in pulvīnīs mollibus languidī tempus ēgerunt.


  sanjaius massam unciārum novem (anglice nine bar) in trīclīnium attulit, certim, ut fredericus putāvit, dē latebrā in aliā camerā. massam tōtam ēmērunt pretiō vīlī.


  postquam negōtium perfectum est, fredericus sanjaiō, "quōmodo," rogāvit, "sī rogāre licet, cum aliī cannabim nē aliquantulam quidem habeant, tū satis habēs?"


  sanjaius subrīdēns dīxit "hoc tantum dīcere licet. propter bellum cannabis ex afganistāniā importārī nōn potest. in rēgiō maurītāniae rēx cannabim improbat et in libanō etiam est perīculōsum. etiam vigilēs londōniēnsēs mercem reprimunt, tamen mercīs indicī īnscītī sunt!"


  quō dictō omnēs rīsērunt.


  "num festīnātis, amīcī?" rogāvit alter mūs indicus, quī hāctenus nōn locūtus erat.


  "nōn ita. quid reī est?" respondit gārius.


  "acidumne quandō cēpistī?"


  "minimē. iocumne est? tūtumne est? īnsānus fierī nōlō."


  "dīmidiam partem capere est sapientīs. sī quācumque causā vel ratiōne ūnus ex vōbīs putās id tibi nocēns, nōlī id facere. optiō est tibi. certē, voluptātem maximam āmittēs!"


  longē āfuit mūribus negāre!


  hic mūs indicus, cui erat nōmen vivānus, dē crumēnā extrāxit trēs papȳrōs minusculās, quās in mēnsā dēpositās fredericus gāriusque scrūtātī sunt. in quoque quadrātō imprimāta erat pictūra fragī.


  vivānus ūnum ex quadrātīs in duās partēs aequās dīvīsit, quās fredericus et gārius cum aquā cōnsūmpsērunt. mūrēs vivānus et sanjaius quisque singula quadrāta dēvorāvērunt, quippe quī acidum ante cēpissent.


  id quod ēventūrum erat īnscītī, fredericus et gārius resēdērunt, historiās indiae auscultantēs. pūnctō temporis sanjaius iterum theam fēcit et cornū fabricāvit. per fenestram apertam caelum tempus vespertīnum amoenum praedicābat. aura mollis dulcem odōrem intulit. vōx sanjaīī gārium loquentis frederico erat murmur stupefaciēns intermissum sonō canis foris lātrantis.


  subitō sanjaius dīxit "ecce fred! īnscītus iam ēbrius acidō est… rē vērā, ego sum etiam!"


  cūnctī inter sē renīdēbant!


  "quam mīrābile est," inquit fredericus circumspiciēns. spatium ante sē mīrābilī modo vī mysteriōsā vibrārī vīsum est. omnēs colōrēs factī sunt fortiōrēs. adrīdēns textile spondae palmīs mulsit.


  "garī. tange pulvīnum! perinsolitum est!" duo discipulī novissimī acidī inter sē aspexērunt et rīsērunt. duo mūrēs indicī eōs ā tergō dēpalmāvērunt, dīcentēs hoc sōlum exōrdium iocī voluptātisque esse. vivānus in mente habuit mūsicam aptam ad acidum audiendam. sanjaius per vīcīniam dēambulāre voluit. fredericus et gārius contentī erant textile spondae mulcēre. dēnique mānsērunt ut aliam theam indīcam biberent quae sapiēbat mīrābilis.


  fredericus mox intellēxit loquī dē rēbus philosophīs acidō ēbriīs mūribus indicis placēre. neque sciēbat neque intellegēbat quod disputārent istī indīī! id quod ita erat quia mūrēs indicī in ūniversitāte studēbant, sed fredericus tamen ā scholā quattuordecim annōs nātus expulsus erat. praeter hanc dissimilitūdinem, tamen omnēs mūrēs inter sē amīcitiā magnā ūsī sunt.


  pōtiōnibus consumpsīs, cupīdine rērum externārum attractī, mūrēs semper rīdentēs et admīrantēs per viam ad hortum mūnicipālem ambulāvērunt. ibi tōtum erat serēnum et beātum. līberī pedifollīs lūdō concertābant, aviculae canēbant, hominēs per viīs flōriferīs ambulābant et nubiculae per caelum inter sē persequēbantur. per longum spatium temporis quattuor supīnī caelum angelīs idōneum spectābant.


  crepusculō ineunte, herbae stipibus sibi adhaerentibus dētersīs, placidē domum rediērunt. dēnuō frederīcō canis molossus appropinquāvit, et linguā calidā madidāque ēminente crurēs frederīcī lambit!


  "cave, canis!" inquit mūs cōnsistēns ut canem mulcēret.


  regressī domum aliam pōtiōnem calidam bibēns vivānus cōnstituit id decōrum futūrum esse sī omnēs pink floyd auscultārent.


  fredericus et gārius fāmam huius gregis mūsicae audīverant, sed nunquam mūsicam eōrum audīverant.


  intrā aliquot minūtās ā sonō caelēstō circumventī sunt. fredericus mīrātus est quam ob causam hanc mūsicam dīvīnam nōndum audīvisset; mūsica iungula nōn esse sōlum genus mūsicae in omnī orbe terrae! chelseā id certē amātūram esse! forsitan haud opus futūrum acidō, quod iam īnsāna esset!


  discō compāctō cōnfectō, sē extendēbant cum subitō fredericus dīxit, "canis. canis iste!"


  "quid reī est?" dīxit gārius.


  "ōmen est: mihi canis emendus est! cānē comitante ratiōnem habeō quō domō exeam cannabim vēnditum. iste canis callidus!"


  omnēs admīrātī sunt ōmen ad fredericum missum esse. sērō factum est, itaque mūrēs inter sē valēre iussērunt et nostrī mūrēs in āerem frīgidum vespertīnum exiērunt.


  dum incēdunt gārius rogāvit "sēriusne dē cane ēmendō es? nesciō num ōmen esset annōn."


  "certus sum. signum erat, unde canem emere possum?"


  "darrius canēs emendōs habet. molossōs habet. eum in domō pūblicō caput rēgis nōmine bibentem inveniēs.”


  cum adventum est in statiōnem parvam in parte austrālī londīniī, acidum dēficere coeperat. in hamaxostichō fredericus somniābat dē cane quem ēmptūrus esset; terrārius staffordiensīs (anglice staffordshīre bull terrier) eī placēbat; fore ut semper posset dīcere sē canem extrā ut mingeret ēductūrum esse. sed tamen cannabim rēvērā vēnditūrus erat. mactē cōnsilium! sine acidō nunquam tāle cōnsilium captum fuisset.


  multō vespere, gāriō salvēre iussō, fredericus domum regressus iānuam antīcam magna cum cūra quiētē clausit.


  pōcula aquae hausta scālīs ascendit et sē amīculae iūnxit. chelseā paulum murmurāvit dum fredericus obdormīvit canem suum staffordiēnsem somniāns.


  DIĒS IOVIS


  postrīdiē māne frederīcō ientantī dīcentīque quod prīdiē āctum erat chelsea vōcēs admīrātiōnis et invidiae extulit.


  "pāpae! nōn aequum est! item egomet acidum capere volō. dē industriā hoc fēcistī!"


  "quōmodo id dē industriā facere potuī? tū ipsa, quī pedibus incēdere nōlēns, domī manēre voluistī. amīcula, nōlī sollicitārī, sī vērē putās acidum capere esse sapientīs, proximō tempore, nōbīscum venītō."


  "quid sibi vult istud esse sapientis? nōnne ego acidum capere velim? quidnī?"


  "sōlum est… tūtum nōn est nisi mentem sānam habēs."


  "frederice, in malum cruciātum abī! habeō mentem sānam! ōdī tē! tū mentem īnsānam habēs!"


  "hāc ūna dē causā ita loquor quod tū mihi es cūrae, corcula mea! tē amō!"


  "nūgās! ita loqueris quod nihilī es! sōlī tibimet cōnsulis. cīmex!"


  "bene! chelseā, sine cūrā sīs, tantum iocor. sed potest fierī ut acidum nōn sit tuum pharmatropicum idōneum! capillātīs (anglice hippiēs) aptum est, nōn venustīs et bellīs, sīcut tibi. melius tibi sunt pharmatropica sīcut cocaīnum et extasis, etsī nimis iuvenis nunc es."


  "fortasse rēctē loqueris. certē sum venusta et bella, neque mōrum obsolēscentium sum. similēs meī in capsās londonienses eunt mūrēs cosmicī et modernī. volō idem facere, nimis autem iuvenis sum. iūstum nōn est."


  "chelsea, mehercule, satis temporis erit ubi adolēverīs. nūnciam aliquod grave nūntiāre volō. canem ēmptūrus sum."


  "rēvērā īnsānus es! quam ob rem canem?"


  "tē intellegere nōn exspectābam amicula! quia omnēs mercātōrēs narcōticī optimī canēs habent. quī et salūtī et cordī sunt. gārius dīxit darrium corbem catulīs staffordiēnsibus plēnam habēre quōs in domō pūblicō vēndēbat. fortūna secunda ūsus sī mox discesserīmus ūnus inēmptus superābit."


  "fredericus mūs, sī canem vīs ita habētō. etiam ego cōnsilium cēpī. quidnī ego quoque telephonum habeam, ut nōs in locīs variīs vēndere possīmus. quid putās?"


  "nōn est malum cōnsilium. nunc nōbīs domum pūblicum ante eundum est quam darrius omnēs canēs vēndat."


  fredericus et chelsea domum pūblicum caput rēgis nōmine festīnanter discessērunt, id quod chelseae nōn placuit. cum advēnissent chelseā cervisiam bibere postulāvit, neque vīnum. paucīs post minūtīs mūs brevis et macer intrāvit corbem portāns ad quem fredericus appropinquāvit.


  "salvē darrī," dīxit. "habēsne adhūc catulum?"


  "fortūnātus es" respondit mūs, corbem aperiēns,"ūnum tantum habeō."


  inerat massula pellis quam molliter excitāvit darrius et etiam mollius fredericus sūmpsit.


  pūnctō temporis adamāverat.


  "quid eī nōmen est?" rogāvit chelsea.


  "sextus. quod sextus nātus est," dīxit darrius benignē.


  "eum nōminō floccum. id quod floccōsus est."


  "sed frēde, putābam tē canem velle quī praesidiō sit? floccus nōminātus nōn pugnāx erit," inquit chelsea.


  "mē cohibēre nequeō. eccillum tam dulcem! īnfāns meus est. adolēscēns, pugnābit. sī ita volet."


  parentēs frederīcī paulum dēmīrātī sunt catulum vidēre cum regressī essent domum suum vesperī.


  "frēde, bellulus est, sed nōbīs cōnsulere dēbuistī! quis eum exercēbit? quis cibum eī emet?"


  "ego omnia faciam. meus est canis. nōlī sollicitāre. nōmen eī est floccus." quō dictō in sinū telephōnum vibrāns sēnsit. telephōnō extractō pantellam lēgit, quae eī dīxit kevīnum expectāre extrā popīnam sēricam.


  "… sentiō floccum ēdūcendum esse ambulandī causa. " dīxit noster mercātor narcōticus murānus. hūc flocce!"


  et parvā massā floccōsa cōpula alligāta dominum forās secūta est.


  "quis est?" dīxit kevīnus permōtus, floccum adspiciēns. "novusne socius negōtiōsus?"


  "ita vērō," fredericus respondit octāvam cannabis trādēns astūtē.


  "pulcher est! vīsne mē pecūniam eī dare?"


  "nōlī dēsipere. fatuē. mihi dā. quōmodo tōtam cannabiensem quam tibi vēndidī cōnsūmpsistī? quid accidit?"


  "maximam partem aliīs vēndidī. inopia est," inquit kevīnus, dum floccus eius pedem odōrātus est.


  "īnfēlīciter cēterīs, fēlīciter nōbīs," dīxit fredericus. "kēvīne, bene fūmēs, valē!" et mūs et canis domum versī sunt.


  "mementō," kevīnus clāmāvit, "nōs omnēs londīnium ad capsam ministerium diē sāturnī aditūrōs, frēde! nox iungulāria erit!"


  "meminī," dīxit mūs, sed, rē vērā, oblītus erat, propter omnia quibus nūper occupātus erat.


  ministerium! fredericus, quī etiamnum puer sēdecim annōrum, eō nunquam adierat. capsa clārissima londīniī! nox immoderātiōnis narcōticae! tympanum et bassum! mūrēs fēminae fōrmōsae! quam hebdomadis!


  dē mūsicā cōgitāns fredericus in animō phonodiscōs circumagere habuit. domum regressus hōram cecinit, miscēns phonodiscum cārissimum cunīculus longus tenebrōsus (long dark tunnel) ā orīgine ignōtā in phonodiscum prīstinus īnsānus (original nuttah) ā shy fx. dum canit, floccus sēdit in lectō mūsicam audiēns. cum alter ēmptor appellāvit ut cannabim ēmeret, fredericus cōnfīsus est chelseae ut rem bene gereret. sine floccō tamen, quī perfatīgātus erat.


  ante noctem tantum iūdicandum erat ubi floccus dormītūrus esset. fredericus putāvit dēliciīs suīs novīs in cubiculō suō antrum creandum esse sed chelsea negāvit, quod floccum eōs spectāre futuentēs nōluit. māter frederīcī, quoque floccum manēre in pede plānō voluit et cocīnam praeposuit. hoc cōnsilium omnibus praeter fredericum placuit, quī putābat floccum sōlitūdinem male passūrum esse.


  "nōlī sollicitāre, frēde," dīxit māter, quī intellegēbat suum fīlium minōrem aetāte esse benignum et patibilem. "prope est, et mediā nocte eum vīsitāre poteris."


  mediā nocte, quidem, fredericus vīsum iit sī floccus valēret, eum amplectāns dum verba mollia dīxit.


  in lectum regressus obdormīvit admīrāns quam mīrābilis esset mundus.


  DIĒS VĒNERĪS


  diē vēnerīs fredericus quam prīmum experrēctus scālīs dēscendit currēns ut floccum quam celerrimē vidēret. parvum catulum renīdentem vīdit quem mulcēns amplexus est. animum vertēns ad noctem diēī sāturnī intellēxit sibi opus esse plūs cannabīs vēndere ut quam maximam cōpiam pecūniae habēret. ob hanc causam fredericus iniēcit ut chelseā ad oppidum cannabis vēndendī causā īret, et ipse eiusdem causa domī manēret.


  "quidnon tū ad oppidum is, mē hīc manente?"


  "quod floccum tibi committere nōn possum."


  "frēde cīmex es!" quibus verbīs tamen nhil addidit, quod novās vestēs prō londīniō emere vel fūrārī volēbat.


  "bene habet, ego laophōriō vehar, etsī laophōriō utī mihi nōn placet. dā mihi unciam quam vēndam. nōlō tē rūrsus praetendere floccum esse causam tuī domī manendī. ego eum cūrāre possum."


  "capiō. ecce cannabim. ī ad rosamariānam. sī ēmptōrēs cannabim iamnunc nōlunt, eīs numerum datō.


  


  * * *


  


  in mediam urbem cum advēnisset, longē aberat chelseae negōtium quiētē agere. opīnāns, ut fert prōverbium, prōscrībere expedīre (it pays tō advertise), in domum pūblicum intrāns omnibus nūntiāvit "quis cannabim vult? ego cannabim habeō ad vēndendam. salvē kēvīne, dā mihi sīs, sextārium."


  "libenter," kevīnus inquit, "sed chelseā, perīculōsum est vēnditāre cannabim tam clāmōsē!"


  "mē paenitet kevīnus. fred mihi iussit vēndere tantam cannabim quantam possum."


  “fierī potest ut ēmptōrēs hic inveniās, haec caupōna furciferīs stīpāta est!"


  dum chelseā cervisiam flāvam (anglice lager) ad cancellum stāns gustat, nebulōnēs ad cannabim emendam singillātim appropinquāvērunt, ita ut mox plūrimam partem cannabis vēndiderit. expedīre prōscrībere!


  nōnnūllīs sextāriīs cervisiae flāvae necnōn duābus patellīs sōlānōrum frictōrum cōnfirmāta, chelsēā domō pūblicō secunda hōra discessit. quamquam pecūniam habuit, tamen eam disipāre in vestibus emendīs in animō nōn habēbat. quam scelesta est chelsea! lēctōrēs, nōn estis sōlī quī spērābant chelseam novō officiō probō mercātōris cannabīs fungentem, fīnem improbitātis factūram fuisse.


  heu, ita nōn fuērunt rēs. chelseā prō vesperī diēī sāturnī fistulam mammālem voluit (anglice boob tube), et brācās calidās (hotpants), quae vestēs erant summae mōris illō tempore. magnī mōmentī eī erat fredericum eam sōlam admīrārī, neque aliās mūrēs. itaque eī opus erat vestibus libīdinōsīs.


  in tabernīs variīs eīs quōs amābat dīlēctīs, laophorium ascendit decem minūtīs ante tertiam hōram. in laophōriō sedēns chelseā animadvertit in sinū adhūc aliquot octāuās superesse. nōlēns fredericum dēcipere, sēcum volvit quōmodo relinquās partēs vēnderet.


  etiamtum paulum sextāriīs cervisiae flāvae ēbria ex laophōriō dēscendit et vertit domum. eō tempore fuit fīnis scholae, et mūsculī et mūsculae pavīmentum stīpābant. ad quōs chelseā appropinquāvit cannabim vēnditum! nec, tamen haec schola erat schola cui chelseā nūper adfuerat, sed illa cui iamprīdem adfuerat!


  chelseae fortūnātē ēvenit quod ūna ex mātrōnīs quī ibi līberōs suōs praestōlābātur nōn sōlum sē nōverat sed etiam, māter iuvenis, cannabim fūmābat.


  ā chelsēā benignē reprehēnsā ob imprūdentiam, octāvam emit!


  tum chelsēā ad portās scholae suae ultimae gressa est ubi multōs amīcōs suōs (et mūrēs et mūsculās) vīdit. animīs excitātīs percontātī sunt quid ageret, quāle esset fredericus etc. chelseā fistulam mammālem et brācās calidās eīs admīrantibus ostendit. cum chelsea obtulit vēndere reliquam partem cannabis, omnibus omnem emī placuit! chelseā novās vestēs libīdinōsās habēbat et sinum pecūniā plēnum quam frederīcō ostentūra erat. bene factum!


  fredericus tamen id aliter comprehendit ac chelseā cum eum certiōrem fēcisset dē quō ēgisset.


  "quidnam! tū cannabim līberīs vēndere cōnāta est? extrā portās scholasticās! chelseā, āmēns es. iam nunc fierī potest ut vigilēs tē sequantur! reliqua pars cannabis latenda est! quō dictō forās cum cannabī ēgressus est, neque regressus est dōnec cannabim in hortō cēlāvisset.


  "frēde, stultus es! nēmō vīdit et omnem cannabim vēndidī…" continuāre autem nequīvit, quod verba īrāta frederīcī aegrē ferēbat et vix sē impediēbat quīn flēret.


  "chelseā mē paenitet īrāscī. sed negōtium mercātōris narcotīcī est prūdentīs. vēndere extrā portās scholae nōn est prūdentīs. certus sum fore ut rēs omnis sēsē bene habeat. sine cūrā sīs, habeō id quō tibi opus est!" et fredericus floccum trādidit, quī eī esset magnō sōlāciō.


  itaque mūrēs satis pecūniae habuērunt quā convīvium animātum londīniī habērent.


  DIĒS SĀTURNĪ


  prae studiō et floccī videndī et londīnium eundī mūrēs mātūrē surrēxērunt et ad culīnam festīnāvērunt ut floccum salvēre iubērent mātūtīnē. māter dīxit floccum esse modum optimum frederīcī suscitandī quī per tot annōs in lectō ad multum diem iacere solitus esset. fredericus illud mōmentum, quō māter aequō animō vidērētur, propitium putāvit ad rogandum ut floccum cūrāret dum absēns londīniī futūrus esset.


  "vae frēde, pater egoque ad caput rēgis vesperī ībimus. sed autem, sī tū floccum post merīdiem exercuerīs et stercorem eius hortō dēmēris, et cubiculum tuum pūrgāverīs, tum floccum cūrābimus."


  itaque fredericus chelseāque merīdiānum tempus ēgerunt in officiīs domesticīs fungendīs, quod parentibus mīrābile vīsum est. ubi perfēcerant, haud multum temporis superfuit ad sē parandōs. dum chelseā pluviō ūtēbātur, fredericus cannabim ex hortō effōdit et fistulam fēcit mūsicam iungulam audiēns. in balneāriō lāvātus, iānuam cubiculī suī aperuit et chelseam fistula mammālī et brācīs calidīs indūtam vīdit.


  "Dī bonī chelsea, quam fōrmōsa es! satis temporis est ad futuendum."


  chelsea, quae erat mūsculā vafrā, cēnsuit id melius sī fredēricum captīvum libīdinis tōtam noctem tenēret, negāvit, dīcēns “nōn ita frēde. aliōs conveniēmus dīmidia hōrā. nunc vestibus indūtīs et floccō valēre iussō ad rosam marīnam eundum est”.


  maestē fredericus chelseāque floccum relīquērunt; laetē ad oppidum profectī sunt. (fredericus mātrem certiōrem fēcerat dē rēbus ad floccum cūrandum.) cum ad rosam mariānam advēnissent ab amīcīs suīs cum gaudiō acceptī sunt. adfuērunt gārius, geminī davidus et ericia, et kevīnus quī post mēnsam adhūc labōrābat. omnēs vestēs chelseae admīrātī sunt (gārius paulō nimium) et fredericum dē floccō rogāvērunt. sextāriōs cervisiae flāvae attulit kevīnus labōre līberātus et līneae celeritātis (anglice speed) dē mēnsā īnsufflātae sunt. quō factō mīrō in modō animālia magis magisque garrīre coepērunt itaque convīvium prōlātum est ad circiter hōram decimam ubi fredericus eōs monuit hamaxostichum capiendum esse.


  


  * * *


  


  hōc tempore, ubi statiōnem intrāvērunt, nē ā vigilibus statiōnis incommodārentur, singulī tesserās ēmērunt.


  "omnēs cōnscendite,” fredericus ratiōne vigilīs hamaxostichī clāmāvit, aliīs cachinantibus. aliī vectōrēs in currō sedentēs suspexērunt iuvenēs intrantēs cum magnā ānxietāte. senex quīdam surrēxit ad alium currum petendum.


  quod tum erat annus nōnāgēsimus sextus, hamaxostichō fenestrae erant quae aperīrī poterant, itaque animālia nōn sibi temperāvērunt quīn in currō fūmārent. vigilī intrantī et eōs fūmandī accūsantī dīxērunt odōrem ante adfuisse et ille, magnopere diffīdēns cursum per hamaxostichum continuāvit. omnēs scelestī mūrēs, eō ē currō discessō, rīsērunt.


  "vōs omnēs inconditī sunt" dīxit ānus mūs quae prope sedēbat." hic fumendum nōn est."


  "mē paenitet āvia. amīcus meus fred improbus est." dīxit chelsea. "fred, dīc tē paenitēre."


  "mē paenitet anicula. reus est amīcus meus gārius!"


  tandem statiō waterloō nuncupāta est, ubi omnēs, ingentī cōpiā cervisiae cōnsūmpta, lavātōria petiērunt, deinde, kevīnus, quī ad capsam ante septem diēbus īverat, eōs dūxit ad capsam inveniendam. mox animālia bassum profundum procul audiunt! omnēs sentiunt pāpiliōnēs volitāre in stomachīs et pulverem celeritātis exhauriunt. ecce īnsigne in quō scrībitur ministerium sonī! advēnērunt!


  īnfēlīciter ingēns multitūdō iam ibi opperiēbantur ut in capsam intrārent, et agmen fēcerant iuxtā fūnem quī impediēbat quōminus fredericus ad frontem agminis sē iungeret.


  "cave, fred, hic nōn es dominus," dīxit gārius. itaque sē coniūnxērunt ad tergum agminis quod lentē prōgrediēbātur dum gārius alium cornū fēcit. quod, postquam fredericus paulum carpserat, cum quibusdam mūribus nigrīs prope astantibus partītus est. quī gratibundī cum mūribus gilfordēnsibus in colloquiō sē iūnxērunt.


  "amātisne omnēs mūsicam iungulam?"


  "ita vērō," dīxit gārius, "ego et amīcus meus discimposītōrēs sumus."


  nigrī mūrēs dīxērunt sē etiam, fautōrēs mūsicae ungulae esse. deinde dē narcotīcīs locūtī sunt et alter mūs niger in exstāsī emendō auxilium obtulit, sī vellent.


  eugepae! nunc futūrum erat ut exstasim emere possent!


  tum animālia iānuam ipsam appropinquant, deinde vigilēs gārium et aliōs mūrēs nūllō incommodō scrūtantur, nunc fredericus et chelsea appropinquant, chelseae scrūtātiōne opus nōn fuit quod vestēs eius tam exiguae erant, fredericus tamen, dum vigil eum īnspectābat, spīritum tenuit et deōs precātus est, tum… prōdit, pecūniam pendet et... in capsā tandem inest! eugepae!


  cūnctī nostrī mūrēs et mūrēs nigrī in trānsitū praestōlantēs et sigarillās fūmantēs saltābant et gaudiēbant sē capsae inesse. duo novī amīcī laetī vīsī sunt quia magnae gregī mūrium necnōn duābus virginibus fōrmōsīs sē coniūnxerant. quod duo mūrēs iuvenēs nigrīque  chelseā sē modō libīdinōsō gerere potuit, sed hoc diē chelsēā sōlum cūrae erat frederīcō, id quod fortūnātum erat quod aliter fierī potuit pugnā.


  sed concordia regente omnēs collocūtī sunt dē phonodiscīs grātissimīs, capsulīs, gregibus mūsicīs, narcōticīs et multīs aliīs.


  deinde gārius quaesīvit "itaque unde exstasis emī potest?"


  "habēsne pecūniam?" rogāvit alter mūs niger. "ūna pillula stat decem librīs."


  "quīnque quaerō prīmō. sī bonae sunt, plūs quaeram."


  "venī mēcum, sed sōlus."


  "volō amīcum mēcum venīre." dīxit gārius, fredericum dēmōnstrāns.


  mūs niger haesitāvit, tum cōnsēnsit et indicāvit ut fredericus et gārius sē sequerentur, alterō mūre nigrō relictō quī cum virginibus et davidō et kevīnō loquerētur.


  mūs niger paene celerior fuit quam ut fredericus et gārius sequerentur, tamen eō umerum tetigit gārius ut tardius incēderet, nec posteā fuit difficultās. post aliquantum temporis ad locūtōrem (anglice speaker) maximum adveniunt ubi stat mūs nātū maior quem mūs niger adloquitur. gārius trepidus, spectat sī quid indicium perfidiae videat et ōrat deōs ut bonam sibi fortūnam dent. iam tempus est ad pecūniam trādendam et tablētās accipiendās et dextrīs manibus datīs gārius et fredericus et mūs niger iter per gregēs stīpātōs ad aliōs fēcērunt.


  "oi oi," dīxit gārius ratiōne amātōris mūsicae saltātiōnis antīquī (anglice raver) ubi advēnērunt. mūrī cuique pillulam trādidit. fredericus suam īnspexit. in tablētā impressā erat imāgō aviculae, rē vēra columbae, quod erat nōmen tablettae. rē vērā tablettae erant vērae! ānxietāte omnī dēlāpsa, gārius, quī semper facultātem negōtiī quaerēbat pōtiōnem mūribus nigrīs emit dīcēns "sī perbonae sunt, cum amīcō tuō dē negōtiō loquī volam."


  rēx, (anglice leeroy) quod erat alterī mūrī nigrō nōmen, dīxit cum rīsū "bonae sunt. tantum morāre hōram dum videās!"


  capsa stīpāta, cūnctī cōnstituērunt locum inveniendum ubi sē laxārent.


  in conclāvem remissiōnis (anglice chill out room) iērunt, ubi mūsica erat lenta et suāvis, et ubi convīviālēs, mūsica clāmōsa fatīgātī, nervōs cōnfirmāre, cornua fūmāre et nūgās loquī solēbant. ibi discimpositor phonodiscōs tranquillōs iam circumagēbat. dum discimposītōrem adloquitur fredericus sēnsit stomachum suum aegrē movēre, tamquam eī erat defecandum! celeriter, aliīs nōn monitīs, ad lātrīnās festīnāvit, veritus nē brācās concacāret.


  lātrīna reperta cito brācīs dēmissīs cum sōlāmine maximō faecem in lātrīnam dēmīsit.


  ēgressus ex lātrīnā impetum magnum fluentem per tōtum corpus sēnsit quī excitāvit, ut vīsum est, omnēs cellulās et tōtum pellem ex unguibus usque ad saētōs. cum magnō rīsū manibus lavātis incessit paene currēns ad conclāve remissiōnis ubi chelseam inventam amplexus est.


  "ō frēde permīrābile est! adeāmus ad aulam prīncipālem ut mūsicam iungulam audiāmus!"


  "placet," inquit fredericus. in aede magnā discimpositor mickey fīnn canēbat gravem mūsicam, caerimoniāriō mcgq concinente.


  turba dēbacchābātur. furēbant. chelseā in brācīs calidīs et fistulā mammālī splendēbat, omnibus mūribus masculīs eam spectantibus id quod lūdibriō chelseae erat, cuius tantum fredericus interfuit.


  post parvum tempus fredericus discimposītōrem spectāre voluit, sī quid ab magistrō disceret. chelseae magis caerimoniārium spectāre interfuit, ā poēmatibus eius adducta.


  


  …take ōne mōre ecstasy and rush with mē…


  …movement movement in the placē


  girls girls rock your waists…


  …big up all the massivēs,


  nō matter where yoū from,


  north, south, east, west of london


  big up all the massivēs,


  nō matter where yoū stay,


  north, south, east, west, of the uk..


  


  discimposītōre novō canente, chelseā dīxit sē forās exīre velle, āeris frīgidī causā. fredericus chelseae manum tenēns eam dūxit per gregēs ad āream externam ubi loquī possent.


  extrā āēr frīgidior erat. ambō mūrēs animīs perlevātīs inter sē amplectī sunt per longum tempus deinde sigarellam inter sē partītī sunt. alius mūs sigarellam ā frederīcō ōrāvit quam mīrum in modum nōn haesitāvit dare! tam mīrābile colloquium intrā tot hominēs tam celeriter habitum est neque fredericus quidquam meminī poterat! subitō mūrium vōcēs sibi nōtās audīvērunt. advēnērunt aliī mūrēs, gārius, davidus, kevīnus et ericia! omnēs inter sē amplectī sunt et nārrāvērunt quod ēgissent.


  "frēde," inquit gārius “esne telephonum nūper scrūtātus?"


  fredericus telephōnō ex sinū extractō certior factus est sē multōs ēmptōrēs āmīsisse.


  "et ego," dīxit gārius rīdēns. "nīl dēspērandum! cum domum redierimus nōbīs multī vocandī erunt. iamiam convīvium est!"


  per longum tempus locūtī sunt, dum ad aulam novam īre cōnstitūtum est. ex itinere, aquam bibērunt, quippe quī exstasim cēpissent. sed ad quam aulam adīrent? in secundā aulā mūsica domestica, in tertiā mūsicā rāvē et in quārtā (in quam iam inīverant) mūsicā ictū lentē canēbātur. cum breve tempus in secundā aulā saltāvissent in tertiam intrāvērunt ubi mūsicā rāve sonābat. haec mūsicā propriā carōlō, frederīcī frātrī, erat, quī fredēricō nātū maior quattuor annīs erat. praeclārus fuerat ineunte decenniō decimō (anglice ninetiēs) et frederīcō maximē placēbat. laetior mūsica iungula erat. fautōrēs vestēs clārās gerēbant et cornibus et fistulīs canēbant mūsicae addentēs. praepedēs in aere porrigēbant cum tympanī intermīserant. ita saltāvērunt mūrēs per longum tempus; per omne hoc tempus inter sē dīgressī iterum convēnērunt et dīgressī sunt rūrsus. ultimās minūtās omnēs in prīmā aulā saltāvērunt ad quam maximam mūsicam audiendam. stylō dē phonodiscō sublātō ultimō tempore omnēs clāmāvērunt "iterum, iterum" sed tamen lūx facta est et omnēs nictantēs sēnsim ad exitum prōgressī sunt, amīcōs et tunicās quaerentēs. omnēs inventī exiērunt in mundum cottīdiānum sed iam īnsolitum viae londoniensīs.


  adhūc exstāsī ēbriī omnēs mūrēs eōdem tempore loquī cōnātī sunt.


  "quam nox splendidissima!" inquit fredericus.


  "et mūsculī et mūsculae mē saltantem spectābant" dīxit chelsea.


  "ego mūsculam ōsculātus sum" dīxit kevīnus.


  "ego mūrem ōsculāta sum et frāter mūsculam ōsculātus est," dīxit ericia.


  "et ego telephonicum numerum negōtiātōris exstāsīs habeō" dīxit gārius, quod maximē frederīcō placuit.


  ad waterlōō statiōnem fredericus prīmitus mīrātus est quam splendēns esset fōrma aedificiī, quam pūrum et immaculātum marmor, quam leve sed firmum tēctum metallī et vitrī. sē moderāns quōminus nimis tālēs sententiās īnsolitās cōgitāret, bracchiō collum chelseae circumposuit, et sibi permīsit mīrārī quam fōrmōsa esset amīcula, quam pulchrum os eius, quam mollēs et superbae papillae et quam fortūnātus ipse esset.


  hamaxostichō vectī rūrsus cornua ex fenestrā fūmāverant, deinde autocinētō conductō vectī sunt ad hortēnsem horreum, ubi inter sē postrēmō tempore amplectī sunt et tandem dīgressī sunt.


  fredericus subitō gāvīsus est reminīscēns quod mox aliquid mīrābilius capsā quāvīs, maius narcoticō quōlibet aspectūrum esset, quī in cistulā etiam arte dormiēbat- amīculum suum floccum. domum ingressī et chelsēā et fredericus suspēnsū gradū ad catulum suum appropinquāvērunt et eum quiētē adloquentēs mulsērunt et ōsculātī sunt. deinde mātris iussī oblītus fredericus eum magna cum cūra sublātum sūrsum scālīs in lectum tulit, ubi mūrēs et canis ūna sēsē dulcī beātōque somnō dedērunt.
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